
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Chapter 30 (Sunday – week 5 Part 1 of 7)

	“No! No! No!” he screamed. “I can’t drink anymore! Please… no more!” But the unseen oppressive force only held out the baby bottle in one hand for him to take, while raising the stick of pain in its other hand. Chad cringed back in fear. He couldn’t take any more punishment. He had had enough – way too much. Reduced to a pathetic wretch, he hesitantly took the bottle, curled up into a miserable ball, stuck the bottle to his lips once again, and began sucking on it. The oppressive power of his dream hovered over him, eternally watching him, eternally threatening him, never letting him stop. Pee! Pee! Pee!

	His dreams held no elation, only oppression and misery. And most of all – self-pity. He was no longer a man, only a creature of despicable loathing. A sissy! Pee! Pee! Pee!

	In his dream, he sucked furiously on the bottle, trying desperately to get something out of it. But no matter how hard he sucked, he could get nothing. The bottle was full, why wouldn’t anything come out? He tried again, harder. But still no success. What was stopping it? What was wrong? The black shadow of the barely seen oppressive force hovered over him again, demanding that he drink! He was trying… desperately! Suck! Suck! Suck! But something had the bottle completely stopped up. He looked up and saw the oppressor raising its stick of pain. Higher and higher! It paused at the top, then all too swiftly the stick descended at him!

	He awoke in complete fear. Totally disoriented. Totally confused. He was sucking his thumb furiously – hard enough to make it sore. He pulled it out of his mouth and shook it then flexed it a few times. His consciousness replayed the fading image of some dark, hovering force, swinging something down at him. His fear flared momentarily, then died completely as he realized it was only a dream… only a dream… only a dream. Fortunately.

	He turned his head and spotted one of the baby bottles he hadn’t finished last night. One of them was half empty. He picked it up and began sucking on it again to calm his fears. The tea in the bottle wet his mouth refreshingly. He swallowed it and the liquid felt good against his throat. He imagined he could feel it flowing all the way down, down his throat, down into his stomach, down into his intestines, and out again through his… He woke up a bit more. He wasn’t imagining that last part. He was peeing. Letting the warm wet pee out into his warm soaked diapers. His diapers felt very soaked, and bulky… ugh, and messy too! As usual.

	He was about to roll over and go back to sleep again, but his pink alarm clock suddenly began blaring the most awful loud music into his room. With a groan, he rolled off of his blow-up mattress, climbed to his feet and turned it off. He took a deep breath to steady himself. It was Sunday. Another day. Another day for Mel to make his life even more miserable than it already was.

	His diapers felt heavy as he waddled out to the kitchen to see if she had left him a note. She had. More instructions for his destruction. More instructions of humiliation. Yet he read the note eagerly, because deep down, he still craved the humiliation… and her attention.

	But the note she left looked different. She had scribbled another note, right at the top:

	Before you do anything else, finish the bottles I gave you last night! I’ll be counting them!

	“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” he mumbled under his breath. He couldn’t help it that he was too sick to drink them all quickly last night. He had been trying to drink them all. He supposed he must have fallen asleep in the middle of the process. Trust Mel to not give him an inch!

	He read the rest of the note.

	Sissy,

	One bottle before you get cleaned up.

	Shave and shower. Put one diaper on. No plastic panties. The minute you get that diaper on, call me!

	Chad was a little surprised at the note. Other than the bottles he hadn’t finished from last night, it only specified one other bottle for this morning. But that alone really equaled what he normally drank. The part he wasn’t happy about though was where she told him to wear only one diaper today. It sounded all too much like she wasn’t finished with her miserable diaper game that she had invented. Ugh! He wasn’t looking forward to that at all.

	He read the note again, then thought about the bottles. Was there some way he could get out of drinking any at all? Unfortunately, he couldn’t see even a glimmer of hope. He pulled a bottle out of his refrigerator, the very last bottle in there, and carried it back to his lonely chair. He set it on the floor and went to his bedroom to retrieve the other bottles. The half-full bottle was already in his mouth as he came back to sit down.

	As he drank, he got an idea. How would Mel know if he cheated a little bit? He could get cleaned up and changed before he drank the rest of the bottles. That way, if he peed a few times before he called her, he would have an easier time flooding the diaper later. It would save him some punishment for sure! Liking the idea, he finished the bottle he was drinking and went in to get cleaned up.

	Mel poured her first cup of coffee for the day and took a sip. She breathed in deeply, trying to gain as much pleasure from it as she could. But her effort only yielded minimal success. She was tired. She felt mildly depressed. And to make matters worse, the beginnings of a headache threatened from the fringes. In desperation, she took a bigger sip as she headed into the living room where she curled up in one of her soft cushy chairs.

	She had been surprised last night when she went back to set his alarm clock and to leave him a note. She had only left him three bottles to finish before he went to sleep, yet only one of them was empty. The second one had still been half full when she saw it lying on the floor as if he had dropped it. The third bottle had been untouched. He had been sleeping soundly, his thumb stuck firmly in his mouth. She had considered removing it and replacing it with one of the bottles again or his pacifier, but she had decided to leave him alone. Let him sleep. He probably needed it. His life had become hard enough. It was only a minor mercy. Very minor. He would probably not even realize it, but she did feel for him. She just couldn’t let him see that, couldn’t let it get in the way of her goals.

	She had punished him a lot yesterday. She hated doing it, but it was necessary. Completely necessary. As much as she tried to argue with herself about possibly going easier on him, she knew without a doubt that she couldn’t. Not at all! If she wasn’t consistent, then he would never learn. And he would never change in the ways that she needed him to change. And most importantly, she would never win the bet. It was necessary. Completely! And she would keep doing it… because she had to! But still, a part of her hated hurting him so much.

	She tried reminding herself yet again that he was the deceiver – the one who had tried to fool her completely. And he almost had. She tried to tell herself that all the punishment was just retribution… and it was! Yet the misgivings still lingered. His actions couldn’t go unpunished. She had to do whatever was necessary to change him… teach him… mold him into exactly what she wanted him to be. What she needed him to be. Otherwise, she might lose him, and that was a prospect she wasn’t ready to even let herself think about yet.

	So she would do anything… Anything! To change him. No matter what! As she finished her coffee, a new sense of purpose filled her ambitions. Today was going to be another tough one on him – for sure. She had told him… she had warned him… that his life was going to change – completely. Today would cement more of those changes. And to do it, she had to be tough! She had to be ruthless. She couldn’t show an ounce of mercy, no matter how pitifully he begged. He was a sissy. A lower than scum sissy. Hers to do what she wanted with. Hers to mold into whatever warped image she desired. Hers completely – in body, mind, and soul! And she would be tough! She would mold him! And in the end, he would be whatever she wanted the most… hers!

	She took another sip of her coffee and glanced at the clock. Why hadn’t he called yet? Waiting for him was why she had gotten up so early in the first place. She figured he had plenty of time now to drink a few bottles and get changed. Did she need to go over there and check on him? She hoped not… for his sake, she hoped not. So why hadn’t he called yet? Damn him!

	In angry desperation, she picked up her phone and punched in his number.

	Chad was halfway through with his final bottle of the morning when he was startled by his cell phone buzzing. He ran to pull it out of his purse. “Hello?”

	“What are you doing?” Mel’s angry voice came over the connection.

	“Ummm. Drinking a bottle.”

	“Drinking a bottle? Still? Have you changed your diaper yet?”

	“Uh, yes.” He mentally cringed. He probably shouldn’t have said yes.

	“Then why didn’t you call me? What’s wrong with you? Can’t you follow the simplest instructions? You were supposed to phone me the minute you got that diaper on. Now get over here, and get over here now! And bring all your bottles with you, empty or full. Bring then all!”

	“Yes, Mistress,” Chad replied, automatically dropping into a small curtsey even though he was talking to her on the phone. He chided himself as he realized what he had just done. It was silly for him to curtsey then – she couldn’t see him.

	“And Sissy…”

	“Yes, Mistress?”

	“Who gave you permission to use anything but baby talk yet?”

	Chad suddenly found himself listening to a disconnected phone line. Damn! Why had he told her that he had already changed his diaper? That was stupid! Well, there was no hope for it, he would have to face the music when he got there. But that brought up another question. If he had to go to her apartment, then what was he supposed to wear? He was only wearing one thin diaper and that was it. Should he put one of his maid’s dresses on? He would have called her to ask, but if she was limiting him to only baby talk again, then how could he ask her? What should he do?

	And then there was the question of his hair and makeup, he hadn’t done either yet. In fact, his hair was still damp from the shower and a total mess. When she said get over there now, did she mean before or after he got ready? Unsure what to do, he finally decided to just try quickly brushing his hair without really fixing it and slipping a maid’s dress on without anything else so he could get there sooner. He ran for his bathroom and his hairbrush.

	Where was he? Mel waited anxiously by her front door for him to knock, but he still hadn’t shown up. What was going on? Unable to wait any longer, she grabbed her keys and hurried over to his apartment.

	Chad had just started brushing his hair when he heard someone knocking on his front door. “Damn!” he exclaimed. She couldn’t wait a few minutes? As he hurried to answer the door, he heard her using her key. She was already opening the door by the time he got there.

	“What are you doing? Didn’t I tell you to get over to my apartment immediately? What part of ‘right now’ didn’t you understand?”

	Chad almost answered in plain English, but fortunately he caught himself just in time. He quickly dropped a curtsey, hoping that would help placate her, then launched into a bunch of baby nonsense in the stupid high-pitched voice she had made him use yesterday – as if that was supposed to explain everything.

	Mel growled to herself. Baby talk! He couldn’t really answer her questions. And she had just told him to use only baby talk. What a pain! “Okay, okay! Let’s try to figure this out. I take it there’s a good reason why you didn’t come to my apartment immediately?”

	Chad immediately launched into some happy gibberish.

	“What could possibly be so important? I told you I wanted you there right away!”

	Instead of answering, Chad headed toward his bedroom, motioning her to follow. He headed straight for his closet and pulled out one of his maid’s dresses and held it up in front of him.

	“You’re wondering if you should get dressed? Is that it?”

	Chad dipped into a bit of a curtsey with the dress still held in front of him and launched a bit more baby jargon.

	“Damn! When I said now, I meant now! I didn’t care about what you were wearing… except for that one diaper!” She grabbed the dress from him and threw it on the floor. Then she reached out and felt the front of his diaper. “And it looks like you’ve already wet this one more than once! Which is exactly what I was trying to prevent! I wanted to see you in a clean, fresh, dry diaper so I can time you again! And now you’ve ruined it. Well, we’ll just have to fix that. Go change it right now. One, clean, dry, fresh diaper! No plastic panties. Nothing else. Now hurry!”

	Chad jumped to do as she had said. Why was she so worked up? Damn! She could have explained things a bit better. He practically ripped the diaper he was wearing off of himself. One diaper meant that he didn’t have to slit any other diapers to put underneath… which meant it only took moments to rediaper himself.

	Mel watched him closely as he changed his diaper. Lots of practice enabled him to do it quickly. She was mildly interested to note that he never once seemed to even notice his chastity enclosed penis, almost as if it didn’t exist. But then, she knew he was in a hurry to do as she had just commanded, so he really couldn’t pay any attention to it.

	The minute he was ready, he launched into a bit more baby jargon, as if to say he was finished. She quickly looked at the clock. “Okay,” she said, “you’ve got two hours to make that thing leak again. Go ahead and get completely dressed in your uniform. No girdle, no hose again, but otherwise completely dressed. We’ve got to go grocery shopping later.” She looked at him for a moment before she continued. “You know, I was going to give you an extra half-hour to make your diapers leak today, but you blew it by not doing as you were told. So don’t even think about feeling sorry for yourself! Now, finish getting ready then come to my apartment. I’ll make you some breakfast when you get there.”

	She stood there watching him for a moment as he just stared back at her. “Well aren’t you going to curtsey?” she asked angrily.

	Chad immediately dropped another curtsey for her and mumbled more nonsense. How was he supposed to know she was done talking?

	“I can see we have a lot of work to do today,” she said half under her breath as she turned and left him alone.

	Chad felt a bit of frustration as he watched her leave. Curtsey for this. Curtsey for that. Nothing but baby nonsense that served no purpose whatsoever. It was stupid, stupid, stupid! But worst of all was the fact that he had really messed up by not doing as he was supposed to do. Okay, she could have explained things a bit better, but still, he had been trying to make life easier on himself by changing and wetting his diaper before he called her. An extra half-hour to make it leak would have been really nice… really helpful! Damn! He had blown it now! And he had no one to blame but himself. With a sigh, he went back to fixing his hair, this time completely.

	 


Chapter 30 (Sunday – week 5 Part 2 of 7)

	Mel had showered, dressed casually for the day, and was sitting with her third cup of coffee for the morning by the time he knocked on her door. She opened it and waited as he dropped his usual curtsey and launched a bit of his high-pitched baby talk. She smiled. She really did love seeing him do that. And the high-pitched baby nonsense he was limited to only made her tingle in some very interesting places. “Good morning, Sissy,” she said as if she hadn’t seen him earlier. She stood back and let him in. “I’ve got your breakfast all ready and warming on the stove.”

	Chad dropped his purse and diaper bag on the floor by the table next to her door and carried the plastic bag full of empty baby bottles into her kitchen. He was out of bottles at home. Should he tell her? He didn’t really want to, but after messing up earlier, he figured it might be a good idea. He took one of the empty bottles out of the bag and held it up for her to see. Then he let out a string of baby nonsense. He looked at her hopefully. Was there any chance at all that she understood? Unfortunately, the only thing he could read from her face was exasperation.

	“First of all,” she said, “I expect you to curtsy to me every time you say something. Didn’t I tell you that yesterday? Now do it again!”

	Frustration! Damn she was getting picky! He quickly dropped another curtsey, then held up the bottle again and spoke a bit more nonsense.

	“That’s better! You better get used to it fast because you’ll be doing it a lot!

	Okay, he had done it right for her. Now how about his question? She was acting like she hadn’t heard. He held up the bottle with a questioning look on his face.

	“Curtsey after I tell you something!”

	Damn! What did she want, for him to curtsey for every word that came out of her mouth? And his mouth too? He quickly dropped another curtsey. This time though he didn’t hold up the bottle or say anything.

	“Yes, we have a lot of work to do today. A lot! Now put that bottle down and get up into your highchair. I’ll dish your cereal out.”

	Chad set the empty bottle back on the counter. He had tried to tell her. If he had no bottles left later at his apartment to drink, then it wasn’t his fault. In a way he was kind of happy about that. He headed for his highchair.

	“Didn’t I just tell you to curtsey every time I tell you something?” Mel’s voice lashed out.

	Shit! He had been distracted by being unable to tell her about the bottles. He quickly dropped a curtsey and waited till she turned away before he climbed up into his chair. At least in the chair he didn’t have to worry about curtseying over and over again. Not at all in fact.

	Mel grabbed a bigger bowl than she usually used and dumped an extra large portion of the baby cereal she had been keeping warm on the stove into it. Since he was eating mostly baby food this weekend, she figured the extra large portion would be better for him. She stuck one of his rubber covered baby spoons into the mush and carried it over to the table next to his highchair. The tray to the chair was still leaning up against the side of the chair. She ignored the straps to hold him in place. Sandy might like to use them, but they really weren’t necessary.

	She loved seeing him in his maid’s dress. It was part of her fantasy to have him like that. But wearing it while sitting in the highchair seemed somehow very out of place. Totally wrong. Well, there was nothing she could do about that now, and she wasn’t about to let him eat anywhere but in the highchair. But her thoughts did remind her of something else. She pulled the skirt of his dress up a bit and reached under it to feel his diapers. Wet, but not too wet yet. She glanced at the clock. “You’ve only got about an hour left to make that diaper leak. I suggest you get busy.” She picked up the tray and put it in place, locking him into the chair with it. She picked up one of his large bibs from the table and tied it around his neck. Then she set the bowl of baby cereal on the tray in front of him. “I suggest you finish it all,” she cautioned.

	Yuck! Chad picked up the tiny baby spoon and began shoving the lousy tasting mush into his mouth. With the very first spoonful, some of it dripped off of the spoon onto his chin. Darn. He felt like such a baby when that happened. Why couldn’t he learn to eat better? And most of all, why couldn’t Mel forget about this stupid diaper game she was playing lately. He had only an hour left? He had a bad feeling that she would be punishing him when the time was up.

	He watched as Mel brought him a fresh bottle of her tea from her refrigerator and set it down on his tray. He looked down at the bowl of cereal. It was an awful lot today. Far more than she usually made him. Sometimes it took him two bottles to just get down as much as she usually made. How many bottles would it take today? At least the extra bottles would help to keep him peeing. Maybe he wouldn’t get punished after all. A bit happier with that thought, he carefully shoved another spoonful of mush into his mouth.

	While he ate, Mel set his cookbook out on the counter for him along with a pen and some paper. “When you’re done there, you need to make your grocery list. And Andrea will be coming for dinner later along with Sandy and Cassie, so make sure we get plenty of food when we go shopping. And plan on fixing something that you’re sure will be good.”

	Chad only nodded as he shoved more of the bland cereal into his mouth. Another mouth for dinner. Well that was certainly no problem. He really did enjoy showing off his cooking skills. It was like exploring a whole new part of himself that he didn’t know existed. He only wished he could get to taste more of what he created. He had no doubt that tonight he wouldn’t get any of it. He shoved another spoonful of mush into his mouth. In fact, he would probably be stuck eating more baby food again tonight. Yuck!

	Two complete baby bottles, and a whole lot of tiny spoonfuls of mush later, Chad finally finished with his cereal. He had to use baby talk to tell Mel he was through. Mel wiped his face and hands off, but instead of releasing him from his chair, she replaced the bowl of cereal with his cookbook and writing materials so he could build his shopping list. She also brought him another bottle in case he needed it. He still had time to overflow his diaper, but that time was now growing very short.

	The whole time Chad worked on his shopping list, his mind began focusing more and more on trying to pee. Every minute made him worry more and more about not making it. He had to yell another stream of baby talk out to Mel when he finally finished with his grocery list. And finally, she released him.

	“Have you flooded that diaper yet?” she asked as she removed the tray from in front of him. Chad let out some conciliatory gibberish. But before Chad could get out of the chair, she again lifted his skirt and reached up under it. Soaked! But not leaking. It was hard to tell with his dress on. “Stand up,” she ordered. Chad slid down from his seat and stood in front of her. “Turn around,” she commanded. Chad turned his back to her. No wet spots on the back of his skirt – so no leaks. She looked at the clock, there was still time, just not much. “You’re running out of time again.”

	Chad curtseyed and let out some nonsense that was supposed to mean that he was well aware of the time and that he was trying.

	Mel didn’t know what he had tried to say and really didn’t care. It didn’t matter in the least. “Clean this up and let me know when you’re done. I want to get to the store as soon as possible today.” Chad curtseyed and again said something short in his high-pitched nonsense words. She smiled. “You’re learning.”

	Cleaning up the kitchen didn’t take all that long. The whole time he worked on it, he also worked hard at trying to make himself pee, which was a lot more difficult to do than washing up a few dishes and wiping down her counters. He did manage it once, but as much as he prayed for his diaper to leak, it didn’t happen.

	With the kitchen finally spotless, he went out to find Mel. He let out a bit of nonsense as he curtseyed to her.

	“Are you leaking?” she asked.

	Chad let out a long string of nonsense sounds as he tried to explain himself. As he babbled, he pulled briefly at his skirt trying to show her that he wasn’t leaking yet and he also pointed toward the kitchen as if to explain that he was done there.

	Shit! She didn’t understand anything about what he was trying to tell her. So frustrating! Well, she’d just have to try to figure it out. First things first. She lifted his skirt and looked closely. No visible signs of any leaks yet, although his diaper appeared to be more than soggy enough. But a small leak might be hard to see. “Where did it leak?” she asked, hoping that he had indeed felt it running down his leg a bit. But all she got in reply was more nonsense sounds – and more frustration because she couldn’t understand him. “Okay, okay! I give up! Talk normal again. This is getting us nowhere!”

	Relief! Pure relief! Chad would have gratefully curtseyed to her again but she was still holding up his skirt. “Thank you, Mistress,” he said with an audible sigh.

	“Okay, okay,” Mel repeated. “So where did it leak?”

	“It didn’t yet,” Chad replied. “I was just trying to tell you that I finished cleaning up the kitchen.”

	Shit! “Is that all?”

	“Yes, Mistress,” he replied, trying to sound sorry about it. It was so nice to talk normally once again.

	Mel rolled her eyes as she dropped his skirt. Hearing his normal voice again might have been good for understanding him, but she felt like she had lost something in the process. She had rather enjoyed denying him the ability to use his male voice. “Okay, Sissy,” she finally replied. “Are you ready to go shopping?”

	Shopping? Now? With only a few minutes left for him to make his diaper leak? She had to be kidding! “You mean before the time’s up for my diaper to leak?” he asked incredulously.

	Shit! She really did miss his funny, squeaky baby voice. “Aren’t you supposed to curtsey every time you say anything to me?” she asked angrily. But she realized that he did have a point. She glanced at the clock and sighed. “But I suppose you’re right. It would be inconvenient to have to walk out the door, then have to change you in the parking lot downstairs.”

	Chad’s knees went a bit weak as he pictured her doing just that. And he knew that she would too. She had changed him in the parking lot of the store yesterday!

	“And of course, you’re diaper is so soaked right now that I don’t want you sitting in my car with it that way either. We’ll just have to wait a few more minutes before we leave. Besides, if I have to punish you again, I’d rather do it here instead of at the store.” She looked at him. “Now curtsey to me again!” Chad quickly did so. “Get used to it. Every time I speak! Every time I finish speaking! And every time you speak! I want to see you curtseying! A thousand times a day! Two thousand!”

	“Yes, Mistress,” Chad said as he dropped yet another curtsey. This was all getting a bit much. Curtsey, curtsey, curtsey. What for? It was stupid! But at least he could talk normally again!

	Mel watched the clock as the last few seconds ticked down. Chad drank from his bottle furiously, trying desperately to pee enough to leak out of his diaper. But there wasn’t enough time left. It didn’t happen. “Three! Two! One! Times up! Are you leaking?”

	Chad remembered to drop his curtsey before he answered. “No Mistress.” He knew he was going to get punished again. There was no way around it. Indeed, Mel was already heading for her stick leaning up against the corner.

	“Get your diaper bag and get over here,” Mel commanded. “Let’s get this thing over with.”

	Chad ran to get his diaper bag by the front door. As he ran, he heard her admonishing him again for not curtseying after she told him to do something. Damn! He brought the bag back to her and then curtseyed. Mel pulled the skirt of his dress up as high as it would go, completely exposing his sodden diaper. Removing the diaper took only a few seconds. Mel pointed toward the back of the chair and Chad once again positioned himself the way she had made him do it yesterday – leaning over, holding onto the chair with his hands, his backside raised up as an all too inviting target for her yardstick.

	Whap! Chad stood up, curtseyed despite the skirt of his dress still being pulled up around his body, and thanked her for the punishment. Then it was back in place for the next blow. Whap! Again the ritual was repeated. Whap! With each punishment segment, Mel was growing more and more disappointed with hearing his old male voice again. But the baby language was just too limiting. It didn’t let her understand anything he was saying. Whap! Was there another way? There had to be another way! Whap!

	“Thank you, Mistress,” Chad said for the ninth time in his punishment.

	Again, Mel felt the frustration of not hearing his high-pitched baby voice. The idea never even fully registered in her mind. She simply heard herself speaking the words. “Can’t you say that in your baby voice instead?”

	Chad was in the process of bending back over to get his final swat, but he stood back up again. There were tears streaming down his face from the blows she had given him. His eye makeup was a mess! He curtseyed to her once again and let out a short bit of high-pitched baby nonsense.

	“No! I mean talk normal… in English anyway. Just use your baby voice.”

	Chad was confused, not to mention surprised. His baby voice? With normal words? He actually had to think about that a bit before he tried it. “Like this?” he said in the stupid high-pitched voice he had been using earlier.

	Mel smiled. “Much better! I love it in fact! Keep using that!” Why hadn’t she thought of that before? It was so much better. Perfect! Feeling much happier than she had all morning, she again pointed to the back of the chair and watched as Chad leaned over and then stuck his backside up higher for her to hit with her stick. Whap! The tenth and final stroke for failing to make his diaper leak. She watched as he stood up and curtseyed. His thank-you was a bit delayed however as he had to try to make himself do it in the high-pitched voice. She didn’t care. She loved it. So much so in fact, that she again pointed to the back of the chair. She had plenty of excuses to give him more punishment… as if she even needed an excuse. “Five more swats for the way you behaved earlier!” she declared.

	Chad wasn’t at all happy that she decided to extend his punishment. He was already sobbing and terribly regretful that he had been unable to make his diaper leak. He had tried again… he really had! He was also still trying to comprehend having to talk normally, but with the baby voice. What a major pain! But her punishment stick didn’t give him a choice about anything. With another major sob, he leaned over again and grabbed the back of the chair. Then, knowing he had no other choice, he again pushed his backside up high in the air for her to hit. He held his breath, knowing that the inevitable blow would come all too quickly to his battered and sore bottom. Whap!

	Mel watched as Chad stood up, curtseyed and then thanked her for the blow. He was crying so much though that his words sounded like a cross between normal words and the baby talk again. But it didn’t matter. She still loved hearing it. And she realized that she had finally found a way to keep him using that baby voice. In fact, she couldn’t see any reason why he couldn’t keep using it all the time. She swung at him again. Whap! She watched as he curtseyed and blubbered in his high-pitched voice again. She laughed. “Well call it… Sissy talk,” she declared as she waited for him to bend over again. “Sissy talk. Yes, I like that. Sissy talk… and baby talk. I can tell you to use either one, easily. Whap!

	Chad grunted as he felt the stinging blow connect with his overly sore backside. He could tell that Mel wasn’t really swinging as hard as she sometimes did, but it didn’t matter, it still hurt! As he stood up, the skirt from his dress threatened to fall down again. He pulled it back up out of the way again. “Thank you, Mistress,” he tried to say in his squeaky high-pitched voice as he dropped another curtsey. Sissy voice? Yeah, he supposed it did sound kind of sissy. And it was going to be a major pain to use. But all the time? No! No way! As he bent to grab the back of the chair again, he tried to imagine using it all the time. Every image that came to his mind was silly and full of humiliation. No way! Whap!

	 


Chapter 30 (Sunday – week 5 Part 3 of 7)

	Chad drank his bottle furiously while Mel drove them to the grocery store. He hated being seen drinking from the bottle while they were out, but if he didn’t drink as much as he could now, then he might not be able to get this latest diaper to leak within his two hour time limit. And while they would be in the store, he wouldn’t be able to drink anything… not unless he suddenly decided to pull out a baby bottle and drink it right there in the store. Not likely!

	All too soon, Mel pulled into the parking lot and parked the car. His mind briefly flashed back to the first time she had made him wear a skirt into the store. She had actually phoned the police to get him out of the car. He was way past that point now. Now he was going in there once again wearing a maid’s dress. And it wouldn’t be for the first time either.

	“Don’t forget your pacifier,” Mel reminded him as she got out of the car.

	Damn! Did she have to remember that? Having to walk around sucking on a pacifier all the time was almost as humiliating as going everywhere in a dress. Scratch that! It was more humiliating! Mel was outside the car waiting for him, he turned to see her watching him. He put his baby bottle down into one of the cup holders, grabbed his pacifier and popped it into his mouth. At least the darn thing would be soothing to suck on while he was in there. He finally got out of the car and followed Mel inside.

	As they slowly made their way up and down the aisles, Chad was very aware of every person in the store. He didn’t really care anymore about them seeing him in his maid’s dress… well, yes he cared, but that didn’t bother him nearly as much as the pink pacifier that was stuck in his mouth. He did his best to always look towards the items on the shelves, hoping that his pacifier would be less noticeable that way. Unfortunately, he knew all too well that some people saw it. Their amazed stares made him feel all the more foolish than he already felt.

	He wished desperately that there was a way to hurry though grocery shopping, but trying to do that just wasn’t practical. And in any case, Mel certainly didn’t seem to be in any hurry, so he was stuck following slowly behind her. At least he had plenty of time to search for all the items he needed to cook with.

	Halfway through the store, Mel stopped partway down the aisle and turned to him. “Show me your diaper,” she commanded.

	Chad was appalled. There were people on that same aisle! But she seemed to be awfully serious about it. He mentally gulped, then paused. Was he supposed to curtsey now too? Mel’s waiting gaze turned into an angry stare. He quickly let go of the shopping cart and dropped a quick curtsey behind it. He glanced around at the other people in the same aisle. Were they paying attention to him? Of course they were. They were always watching him. They just usually tried to not make it too obvious. Mel was still waiting, less patiently now. He started to slowly raise his skirt.

	“Come here where I can see you better,” Mel suddenly demanded. “I can’t tell how wet you are if you’re hiding behind that cart.”

	Chad dropped the hem of his dress and walked contritely around to the front of the cart. He noticed several of the nearby people more actively watching them now. He prayed silently that Mel wouldn’t really make him do it, but she was waiting – all too impatiently.

	“That’s one demerit for not curtseying again after I told you to come here, and also for not replying verbally to my request. A simple ‘Yes, Mistress’ would have been nice!”

	Ugh! Another demerit! She had that look on her face again though as if she were waiting for something. He quickly dropped another curtsey to her and softly said, “Yes, Mistress,” in the high-pitched voice he knew she was waiting for.

	“What?” she asked. “You’ll have to speak louder than that. I can’t hear you. Now do it again and speak up loudly this time!”

	Chad wanted to scream, but screaming would only bring more unwanted attention to himself. Why did she have to be so cruel? He could see her impatience growing again. He quickly dropped into another curtsey and said, much more loudly this time, “Yes, Mistress.” His words and his high-pitched sissy voice attracted the attention of every person in the aisle as they all turned to look directly at him. Mel was smiling broadly. He wanted to drop into another one of those mythical holes in the ground and just die! As far as he could tell, he had just loudly declared to the whole world that he was a sissy.

	“Well?” Mel said. “I’m still waiting.”

	For what? Chad was momentarily confused, but then he remembered her original demand – to see his wet diaper. He silently groaned once again. Was everybody still looking at him? He could see the ones behind Mel still staring in his direction. He didn’t dare turn around. Very slowly, he grabbed the hem of his dress and started pulling it up. He could feel his face growing redder with every inch that he now exposed. He finally stopped as his hands reached the bottom of his breasts. He felt so embarrassed!

	“Higher!” Mel demanded. I can just barely see the bottom of your diaper and that’s it.”

	Ugh! Slowly he began pulling his dress up even higher. But he was evidently moving too slowly for Mel because she suddenly reached out and yanked his skirt up all the way, totally exposing his diaper for all to see. “Now hold it there,” she demanded.

	Chad felt so foolish as he stood there while Mel grabbed the front of his diaper and checked him thoroughly. He knew it was actually only a few seconds, but it seemed to last an eternity. “Okay, Mel finally said. “At least you’re getting wetter.”

	Chad gratefully dropped his skirt and smoothed it back in place. Whew! But Mel was staring at him again. He quickly dropped another curtsey. “Thank you, Mistress,” he said around the pacifier in his mouth in an all too loud and high-pitched voice.

	Mel smiled. This really was getting fun. She knew she was taking a big chance with him doing things like that in the store, but she was fairly sure that nobody would really say anything to the management. “Tell you what, Sissy. If you can get that diaper leaking before we get out of here today, then I’ll give you three hours with each of your diapers for the rest of the day.”

	Chad’s excitement soared. Three hours! That would be great! But after a moment’s thought, he realized just how impossible that would be. His diaper was wet, but it certainly wasn’t that wet. Not only would it be nearly impossible for him to flood his diaper before they left the store, he was very worried about being able to flood it within his two hour time limit. Impossible! But Mel was waiting for something again. Ugh! Curtsey. “Thank you, Mistress.” Did she have to giggle like that?

	As they finished their shopping, Chad was surprised by some of the things that Mel was putting into the shopping cart. On one aisle, she put in lots of bottles of fruit juices – did that mean she was going to give him something other than her lousy green tea? He could only hope. But then a few minutes later, she loaded three big boxes of her favorite green tea into the cart as well. Yuck!

	But the worst aisle for him was definitely the baby food aisle. Just as she had done last week, she spent way too much time looking at everything they had… while Chad was forced to stand there with his pacifier in his mouth. There could certainly be no question about who the baby food was for. He couldn’t help but notice the smirks on the faces of some of the other customers, especially one lady who tried to stifle laughing out loud, only to have it come spitting out of her as she walked past him. Embarrassing! And then Mel stopped in front of a display of baby bottles. After only a moment’s hesitation, she quickly grabbed four of the packages that each held three large plastic bottles. He couldn’t believe it! A dozen more baby bottles. They already had an enormous number of bottles at home. Why buy even more?

	On the next aisle, Mel stopped to look at a display of pantyhose. She picked up several pairs of her usual brand and threw them into the cart. But then she continued looking. She finally reached out and grabbed a package of dark blue hose. She held them out toward Chad. Didn’t you tell me that Robin suggested you wear some with one of your outfits? Here, you can wear these next week. She tossed them into the cart on top of everything else.

	Before they reached the checkout aisles, Mel stopped one more time and began loading bottle after bottle of her favorite wines into the cart. By the time she finished, the cart was overflowing. “There,” she said sounding satisfied. “That should hold me for a while.” Chad looked at all the wine. As much as he personally drank, which was mostly not at all, it would last him forever!

	Chad had mixed feelings about standing in line to pay for all their purchases. On one hand, they were finally leaving. But on the other hand, he was sure that Mel would try to humiliate him further while they waited. Fortunately, they only had to wait behind one other customer who already had most of her groceries bagged.

	Mel walked ahead of Chad while he started unloading their groceries onto the conveyor belt. She remained silent while the customer ahead of them was being taken care of. She did notice however the odd looks the customer kept giving Chad, as if she couldn’t believe what she was seeing. Chad was doing his very best imitation of someone who was too busy to even think about looking around or noticing anybody else. She really couldn’t blame him. She was really very surprised that the woman customer never said anything at all about Chad. Pity. But now it was their turn.

	The girl behind the register eyed Chad carefully. Mel could see that she was trying vainly to decide what should be her best way to react. Obviously, she had to be concerned about being polite to the customers – all customers. “Did you find everything all right?” she finally asked.

	Chad looked to Mel, hoping she would answer for him, but she wasn’t about to let him off that easy. “She asked you a question, Sissy. Don’t you think you should answer her?”

	Chad’s heart sank. He would have to be the one to answer. “Yes…” he started to say around the pacifier in his mouth.

	“Sssss!” Mel hissed angrily, cutting him off before he could get another word out. “Do it right!”

	Right? Unfortunately, he had a pretty good idea of exactly what she considered to be right. She had to be kidding! But the angry expression was still on Mel’s face. Damn! The girl behind the register looked confused as she looked back and forth between Chad and Mel. Chad just wanted to get out of there – soon! He dropped a curtsey to the checkout girl and said, in his new frighteningly sissy voice, “Yes, thank you. We found everything just fine.”

	The girl behind the register stared at him with her mouth totally agape. Several others around them turned to look too. Chad could feel his face turning even redder. And still the ground wasn’t opening up to swallow him. Darn!

	It seemed like nobody around them moved for several moments, as if time itself had been frozen. Mel almost burst out laughing, which would have ruined everything. She could see how uncomfortable Chad was… good! He’d better get used to it.

	Still never taking her eyes off of Chad, the girl behind the register finally reached out her hand to grab the first item from the conveyor belt. She dragged it across the scanner. The scanner beeped, and the spell was broken. A second later, everything seemed back to normal again… sort of. With a sissy like Chad around, no place was really normal.

	Chad knew that he was the center of attention as he loaded bagged items back into the shopping cart, but there was certainly nothing he could do about it. He had to lift heavy bag after heavy bag, most of them loaded with bottles of liquids, into the cart. As he struggled with the bags, he had to wonder if they made him look even weaker than he really was… did they make him look like more of a sissy because he couldn’t lift them as easily? He put that thought from his mind. What did it matter? It was all too plainly obvious what he was!

	After Mel paid for everything, Chad was forced to again curtsey to the girl at the register and thank her for her help. He was glad to beat a hasty retreat out of the store after that. Well, fairly hasty. The cart was heavy and hard to push very fast.

	 


Chapter 30 (Sunday – week 5 Part 4 of 7)

	As soon as they got home, Chad began the arduous task of carrying everything from Mel’s car, up the stairs, and into her apartment. With so many heavy bags and so many trips to make, Chad was thankful with every step for the low-heeled shoes on his feet. If he had been wearing higher heels, he doubted he could have managed it. Whew!

	Mel watched as Chad made trip after trip carrying the groceries in. Another reason why he was handy to have around. She had done the same thing countless times and hated the chore every time she had done it. She’d much rather leave the job to him while she relaxed.

	As soon as he was done bringing in the groceries and the door was closed again, she checked the clock. He only had a little while left before his diaper was supposed to be leaking. They had spent a long time in the store where he couldn’t get anything to drink. It would be very doubtful that he would be able to avoid punishment this time. She briefly considered going easy on him, but she ruled that out quickly. If she did, then she’d set a bad precedence. He would expect that more often and wouldn’t do what he was supposed to be doing – all the time. But how wet was he now? She couldn’t tell with his dress on. “Take that dress off, Sissy,” she yelled from her living room. “I want to be able see your diaper.”

	Chad removed his dress and folded it neatly by his purse next to the front door. He felt oddly naked without it. He felt worse because he knew that he wasn’t going to be able to overflow his diaper before time ran out. He figured Mel wanted to see how wet he was now. Well, he had been trying, but the trip to the store hadn’t helped matters. He went into the living room where Mel was and curtseyed. “Did you want to see my diaper?” he asked in his silly new voice.

	Mel could see that he wasn’t nearly wet enough, but she still reached out her hand and felt his diaper too. No, he would have no chance. She almost felt sorry for him. But rules were rules and he had to learn to wet profusely no matter where he was or what he was doing. “You’re running out of time, Sissy.”

	Chad curtseyed again. “I know,” he answered sorrowfully. He was tempted to not even bother trying to drink another bottle. But there was still the diaper he would be wearing after this one… and the one after that… and so on. No doubt for the rest of the day.

	Mel had requested just a salad for lunch and Chad had just started preparing it when his time ran out. This time, Mel didn’t count down the last few seconds. She already knew he didn’t make it. “It’s time,” she announced. “Go bring me your diaper bag and get over here,” she ordered.

	Chad stopped what he was doing and took a deep breath. Then before she could yell at him again, he curtseyed and said “Yes, Mistress,” in his squeaky voice.

	Mel watched him as he walked toward his diaper bag by the front door and picked it up. She wondered what he was thinking. She knew that he had tried, but circumstances had simply been in the way. But the truth was that she had to get him used to peeing constantly, no matter what he was doing, no matter where he was, no matter what it took. Otherwise, she stood very little chance of winning this bet.

	As she saw it, her biggest obstacle to this was his job. That was the one place where she wouldn’t be able to control him as much… as far as she could figure so far. So she had to make every moment when he was not at work count in her favor. At work he was holding back, working hard to gain more and more of the very control she needed him to lose. For every ounce of effort he put into holding back, she figured it would take at least ten times that effort to make him lose it again. No, there could be no letting up on him. No matter what!

	With head held down, he stood before her, diaper bag in hand, and curtseyed to her. He didn’t say anything even though they both knew that he was supposed to. This time, she didn’t care. She took the diaper bag from him and dropped it on the floor. Then she knelt down and pulled open the tapes on the wet diaper he was wearing. “I know you tried,” she said as the diaper fell to the floor. “I know that we were out and it was hard to get enough liquids into your system to make that diaper leak.”

	She stood up again and pointed toward the back of the chair. Still staring sorrowfully at the floor, he slowly turned toward the chair and leaned against it. She picked up her stick and waited. It took a few moments, but eventually he raised his bare backside up to her, offering it to her for his punishment. A soft sob escaped him. She finally continued with what she had been saying. “But we can’t let circumstances get in the way of what you’re supposed to be doing.” Whap!

	Even though Chad had been prepared for it, the stinging blow caught him by surprise. His whole body jerked. The lingering pain continued to sting terribly, but he knew now from plenty of experience that this was just the beginning. He stood and turned toward her, curtseyed, and thanked her. Then it was back into position again.

	“So if it looks like circumstances might get in the way…” Whap! “Then you’re going to have to make sure that you find a way, no matter what the circumstances.” He dropped his curtsey and thanked her again. “Next time, if you’re worried about not getting enough to drink, maybe you should consider taking your bottles into the stores with you.” Whap!

	Despite his current distress, Chad tried to picture himself walking around the stores drinking from a baby bottle. It would be worse than having the darn pacifier in his mouth. “Thank you, Mistress,” he said in his high-pitched voice again, the words now coming out amid his crying. Carry a bottle into the stores? She had to be crazy!

	“In fact,” Mel continued, “I see nothing wrong with a baby carrying a bottle into a store and drinking from it.” Whap! “Babies do it all the time.”

	Chad curtseyed again and thanked her. Yeah, she was seriously crazy if she thought he was going to go around drinking from a bottle in the stores all the time. But then, he was already going shopping wearing a dress and sucking on a pacifier!

	“So if that’s what it takes, to keep you wetting enough…” Whap! “Then that’s exactly what you’ll have to do!”

	“Excuse me, Mistress,” Chad’s sissy voice interrupted. “Your lunch is ready.”

	Mel looked up from her work and smiled. This was living. This was what life was all about! Having your own personal servant take care of all the little menial things for you. She got up from her seat and glanced at the table in the kitchen. It was set nicely with her salad plate out and waiting. But she didn’t head there yet. It had already been a busy day and she had a lot of other things planned for the rest of the day. There was very little time to do the one thing she needed to do the most. And the person that it all concerned the most, Sissy, was also going to be busy with things such as cooking and cleaning for company later. But still, there was something special that she needed to accomplish with him too.

	No use wasting time. He didn’t need to be doing anything else while she ate. His diaper was fairly fresh and hopefully the suppository she had stuck up inside of him when she had changed him wouldn’t do anything for a while yet. It was time to start – brainwashing him.

	Now, how should she go about it? She headed for the area between the kitchen and her living room where there was a little bit of room. “Okay, Sissy. I want you to walk around the room, stop in front of me, curtsey and greet me with that cute little sissy voice of yours.”

	Chad was confused. What for? What was she really after? But there would be no way of knowing till he tried it… as easy as it sounded.

	He started around the room but her voice lashed out and quickly stopped him. “Ah, ah!” she admonished. “You didn’t curtsey after I told you what to do and you didn’t say ‘Yes, Mistress!’”

	What a pain! He dropped a curtsey to her and repeated, “Yes, Mistress,” in his high-pitched voice past the pacifier still in his mouth. Then he again started walking around the perimeter of the room, rarely taking his eyes off of her for a moment. When he got back to her again, he curtseyed, said, “Hello, Mistress,” and stood there waiting.

	“Good. Now curtsey again as if I’ve just finished telling you something, say ‘Yes, Mistress’, and then do it all over again.”

	Huh? Do it over again? What was the point? But he dutifully curtseyed, said his little bit in his tiny voice, and then started around the room again. Why? When he got back to her again, he again curtseyed and said “Hello, Mistress.”

	“Good,” she replied. “Now do it again, and keep doing it, over and over while I eat.”

	Chad stared at her in surprise. She wanted him to keep doing it? Why? It made no sense. But she was waiting, and he didn’t see any way out of it. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, mumbling around his pacifier. Then he started once again around the room.

	Mel sat down at the table and watched him as he came back to the same spot again, but this time she wasn’t there. He looked confused. Then he turned and headed towards her at the table. “No, Sissy. Make believe I’m right where I was!”

	Huh? Dumb! He backed up, repeated his curtsey and greeting, then immediately launched into another curtsey saying “Yes, Mistress,” and he was off around the room again.

	“Next time, wait a few seconds after you initially great me… as if I’m talking to you. And pretend I’m right where I was. Not at the table here.”

	Chad came back to the spot and did as he was told, but he kept glancing back toward Mel at the table. Mel could see that it just wasn’t working the way she wanted it to. He needed something else, something to focus on. She got up from the table and glanced around the room. What could she use? Her eyes fell on a tall floor lamp next to one of her chairs. Perfect! “Grab that lamp, Sissy, and bring it over here.”

	Chad had no idea what was going on or what she was trying to accomplish, but he unplugged the lamp and brought it to her. “Where do you want me to plug this in?” he asked.

	“I don’t!” she replied. “And you didn’t curtsey again!”

	Ugh!

	Mel set the lamp exactly where she had been standing. “Okay, Sissy, just pretend this lamp is me. Pretend I’m not at the table, but right here. Talk to the lamp.”

	Chad couldn’t believe it. Now she wanted him to talk to a lamp? This was sooooo dumb! But since he really didn’t have much of a choice, he dropped a curtsey to Mel – not the lamp, said, “Yes, Mistress” in his sissy voice, and took off around the room yet again. Mel stood back out of the way.

	Chad glance briefly at Mel as he approached the lamp, but then he turned his attention to the lampshade. He stopped and curtseyed. “Hello, Mistress.” He paused, then curtseyed again and said, “Thank you, Mistress.” Then he started another lap. As he began walking, he glanced at Mel to see if that was what she wanted.

	“Perfect!” she declared. “Now just keep doing it.”

	Round and round Chad walked, repeating the same ritual over and over again while Mel ate. She was halfway through her salad though when she realized that she was keeping him from drinking anything. What she had him doing was important, but not nearly as important as keeping him wetting. She quickly got up and found his bottle. “Wait a minute, Sissy,” she said as he finished greeting the lamp. She held out his bottle for him. “Here, you can drink this if you need to while you’re walking.”

	Chad took the bottle from her and waited while she pulled the pacifier out of his mouth herself. He had mixed feelings about having to keep drinking even while he was doing this… whatever it was that he was doing. But then, if he didn’t keep drinking, then there would be no way that he could overflow his diaper. So he supposed he was actually grateful. “Yes, Mistress,” he said yet again, this time directly to her, and this time in a much clearer voice without the pacifier.

	As Mel sat down to finish her lunch, she felt much more satisfied. He was walking around the room while drinking his bottle. He was practicing nicely with the lamp. His silly high-pitch voice thrilled her every time she heard it. And whether he realized it or not, these things would eventually become more and more of a habit to him. Yes, this was working out very well.

	Chad was no longer paying much attention to what he was doing. His mind had long ago ceased to be interested as he walked around and around her living room, curtseying to the lamp each time. The only break he had had was when Mel let him eat a plate full of baby food in his highchair. Then it was back to the mind-numbing walking and curtseying. What a major pain. In some ways, he’d rather be standing on his perch in the corner… well, maybe not.

	The only minor little distraction had come when Mel had replaced the bottle he had been drinking with a fresh one. Now that bottle was almost empty too. Curtsey. Talk to the lamp in the stupid high-pitched voice. Curtsey again. More sissy talk. Walk. Over and over and over again… Boring!

	Mel was barely paying attention to him the whole time he was doing it… or it seemed that way anyway. The least little time he did anything not right or even hesitated a bit, she yelled at him from the kitchen where she filling baby bottles with tea and fruit juices again. He noticed that most of these bottles were getting sealed with her tape again so they couldn’t be opened without her knowing it. He had no doubt where each of those bottles would be going very shortly – the refrigerator in his apartment.

	As he walked, he could feel his diaper gradually getting wetter and wetter, which he was very happy about. He was peeing in smaller and smaller amounts now, but at least he seemed to be doing it more and more often. But because he wasn’t peeing in large volumes, it was becoming harder and harder to feel himself peeing. In fact, very often he really couldn’t tell if he was peeing or not. But at least his diaper seemed to be getting more and more soaked.

	And then it happened. He approached the lamp and curtseyed, but as he put his leg back and dipped down, he suddenly felt the unstoppable suppository that Mel had put up inside of him going to work. There was almost no warning. One moment he was about to curtsey, the next he was filling his diaper as his legs seemed to lock in place, holding his curtsey for an impossibly long time. He didn’t talk to the lamp, he couldn’t. He hated the feeling of what the suppositories did to him. He hated having to mess his diapers every day. It was demeaning. It was humiliating. It was messy and uncomfortable. Yet, underneath it all, despite hating it, he loved the humiliation of it too. If only he could get some relief… but then, did he really want any relief anymore? He had lived with the constant feeling of needing release for so long now that it had become almost a part of him. Sometimes, he wondered if it was the only thing that helped him get through the daily trials and humiliations that Mel put him through. Did he really want release? Damn yes!

	Mel saw him stop his endless rounds. Surprisingly, he seemed to be almost stuck in his curtsey position. Strange. What was going on? She headed for him as he very slowly stood back up. But the smell reached her before she even got close. Part of her was disgusted, but the other part of her wanted to laugh. He had just messed his diaper while he was trying to curtsey. What a laugh! Obviously, he had no control over it at all – which was just what she wanted.

	He turned to face her with a very forlorn look on his face. She almost felt sorry for him… almost. “Come on, Sissy. Let’s get you cleaned up. Things like this are going to happen… in fact, they better happen!”

	A little while later, Chad was again going round and round in Mel’s living room, curtseying and talking to her lamp. His diaper was clean and fresh, and he again had only two hours to make it leak. Damn! Would these endless torments that Mel put him through never end?

	Once again, Chad started to succumb to the monotony of what he was doing, but the sudden knocking at Mel’s door jolted him back to reality. “Get that please, Sissy. And make sure you greet whoever it is… properly!”

	Chad was always nervous about answering her door, especially dressed the way he was. He actually felt a bit disoriented as he now headed in a different direction instead of walking back towards her floor lamp. He opened the door and was relieved to see Sandy and Cassie standing there. He curtseyed, “Hello, Sandy.” Another curtsey, “Hello, Cassie.” Both women looked startled the moment he had opened his mouth.

	“Hi, Sissy,” Cassie replied as she pushed her way past him. Chad closed the door behind them.

	“I see you’ve been playing with the way he talks again,” Cassie noted to Mel as she walked in.

	Mel smiled broadly. “You like it? I loved the baby language Sandy taught him, especially in the new higher voice. But it got to be too much of a pain trying to figure out what he was saying all the time. So now he can either talk in Sandy’s baby talk, or now his new sissy talk.” She giggled.

	“Sissy talk?”

	“Yeah, that’s what I decided to call it. This way…” she stopped suddenly and looked over at Chad who was standing out of the way and just listening. “Sissy… I don’t see you walking!”

	Chad’s knees nearly buckled. Did she expect him to keep doing her stupid little exercise even with company there? But again, Mel was glaring at him all too threateningly. “Yes, Mistress,” his voice squeaked as he dropped another curtsey. Once again, he began his trek around the room.

	The eyes of the three women followed him and watched him closely.

	“What’s he doing?” Sandy asked after Chad had addressed the lamp twice and was once again circling the room.

	“Learning!” Mel replied in no uncertain terms. But she didn’t elaborate further.

	The three women continued to watch him closely. “I hate the way he’s dressed,” Sandy declared. “It looks awful. Besides, if he’s going to learn to curtsey properly, then he should at least be doing it in a skirt.”

	“I think she’s got a point,” Cassie agreed. “Besides, I don’t care for the way he’s dressed either.”

	Mel felt frustrated. She looked Chad over carefully as he continued his trek around the room. He did look kind of lousy without his maid’s dress on. Just wearing a bra, waist cincher, his diaper, along with his low-heeled shoes didn’t help him look very feminine… or even babyish. But there had been a purpose to him being dressed that way. “I had him remove his dress to make it easier for me to see how wet his diaper was,” she explained.

	“Looks kind of wet to me,” Cassie replied.

	“Me too,” Sandy agreed. “But I still think he needs a skirt to practice with.”

	“Like I said, I think she’s got a point,” Cassie agreed.

	Mel watched as Chad curtseyed to the lamp again. Yeah, they were probably right. Without a skirt he wasn’t doing it very gracefully at all. “Okay,” she agreed.

	“What do you suggest? I have his maid’s dress here. He can put that on again.

	“Boring!” Cassie stated. “How about one of those new outfits you bought him? They’d be perfect.”

	Mel smiled. “They’re for later,” she whispered.

	Sandy giggled. “Then I guess we’ll just have to find something from his closet at home. Why don’t you leave him to me?”

	Mel stared at her for a moment. She really couldn’t think of a reason to refuse Sandy’s suggestion. “Go ahead if you want,” she replied. “Just don’t take too long. I want to keep him practicing and he’s got dinner to prepare later too. But remember, I’ve got to be able to see his diaper without too much trouble.”

	Sandy practically jumped out of the chair she was sitting in. “Don’t worry, we’ll be real fast. Just something basic, I think.”

	“Oh, and Sandy,” Mel added, “please don’t remove his diaper.” She glanced at the clock, he’s still got a little while to make that thing leak and I don’t want anything to get in the way of that.”

	“Make it leak? Why?”

	Mel didn’t want to blurt out the whole reason in front of Chad, even though he could probably figure it out easy enough. “Because that’s what I’ve been making him do, all weekend!”

	Sandy shrugged. “Sounds dumb to me, but if that’s what you want… Come on, Sissy. Let’s see what else you have in your closet.”

	Chad had been mindlessly continuing with the exercise while the women were talking. He immediately turned toward Sandy, dropped a curtsey and said, “Yes, Mistress.”

	Sandy giggled. “He’s funny!”

	 


Chapter 30 (Sunday – week 5 Part 5 of 7)

	Chad watched Sandy looking through his closet. His head was still spinning from walking around Mel’s living room for so long. He felt dull from all the countless times he had curtseyed and spoke his little greetings in his stupid high-pitched voice. At least that part was starting to get easier. He wasn’t particularly happy about Mel wanting him to use that voice, but at least she wasn’t making him speak in only baby language again.

	Sandy pulled a wide multi-colored skirt off of one of the hangers. She turned around and threw it at him. “Here, put this on. That should be perfect.”

	Chad turned the colorful skirt around and around and finally decided that the zipper was supposed to go in the back. He pulled it on and zipped it up easily. When he let go of it though, it settled a bit lower around his hips than he thought it should. But the skirt was fairly short so that when he looked down, he could still see his knees.

	“Hmmm,” Sandy mused as she watched. “Looks like we need to fix that. It’s a bit big in the waist on you. Do you have any safety pins?”

	Chad shook his head. “No, none.”

	Sandy turned back toward his closet. “We’ll see if Mel has any when we go back. I’ll bet she does.” A moment later, she pulled out a simple top to go with the skirt. She threw it to Chad and watched as he put it on. She would have much rather seen him dressed like a baby again, but at least his stupid bra and waist cincher were covered now. And the skirt she chose was very full so it should be good for his curtseying practice.

	Now, there was just one other thing she wanted to change. If he couldn’t be dressed as a baby, then she might as well see him struggling in some high heels! “Take those shoes off, Sissy. They’ve got to go too.”

	She turned around again and started searching through his shoes. He certainly had a lot of heels for a guy. Most of them were fairly high ones too. She selected a pair of the highest ones she could find that strapped onto his foot and handed them to him. As he buckled them on, she was amused to notice that it looked like he had already had a lot of practice putting them on.

	When he stood back up again she looked him over. “Good enough, Sissy. Better then you were at least. Maybe later we can do something else with your hair and makeup.”

	Chad actually felt a lot better now that he was dressed. Or maybe it was the heels on his feet. Either way, he felt better, almost refreshed. He smiled to himself a bit as he followed Sandy back to Mel’s apartment.

	“We’re back!” Sandy declared loudly as they walked into Mel’s apartment. “Just like you wanted, I chose something simple and easy. And see, that didn’t take any time at all.”

	Mel looked Chad over as Sandy sat back down again. Yeah, he did look better. She noticed the heels he was now wearing. Not exactly practical for what he would be doing all afternoon, but that wasn’t her problem.

	“His skirt’s a bit loose in the waist,” Sandy added. “Do you have any safety pins we can use on it?”

	“I’m sure I’ve got a few,” Mel replied as she got up and headed for her bedroom. She came back a few minutes later with a large pin in her hand. “Come here, Sissy. Let me fix your skirt for you.”

	Chad walked over to her, but all she did was to stare down at him, waiting. Letting out a big sigh, he curtseyed. “Yes, Mistress.”

	“Turn around, Sissy,” she ordered. He turned his back to her. She pulled the skirt up where it belonged and pinned it tightly in the back. When she removed her hand, it stayed up where it belonged. Chad had been happier when it was loose, it was too tight now. She turned him around to face her again. “I’m waiting, Sissy!”

	Ugh! “Thank you, Mistress,” he said in his sissy voice as he dropped another curtsey. One thing he noticed right away, he had been happier curtseying in his other shoes.

	“I’d call that a half-hearted curtsey at best!” Sandy declared.

	Chad wished with all his might that Sandy would just stay out of things!

	“It wasn’t really very good,” Cassie agreed.

	Sandy got up from her chair and headed for him. “May I?” she asked Mel.

	Mel smiled. “Be my guest.”

	“You’re not doing it very pretty,” Sandy told Chad. “Now grab the sides of your skirt as far down as you can easily reach.

	With everybody watching him so closely, Chad grabbed his skirt and waited for what was to come next.

	“Okay, now curtsey and hold it.”

	Chad put his foot back and dropped into a curtsey.

	“Spread you skirt out further.”

	Chad pulled his arms open wider.

	“Wider!” Sandy commanded.

	Chad stretched his arms even wider.

	“No, that’s not quite right,” Sandy said, half to herself, not at all happy with what she saw.

	“Try having him hold his skirt up higher,” Cassie chimed in from her seat across the room.

	Sandy was a bit surprised by her suggestion. “Higher? That’s not right.”

	“Just try it,” Cassie replied.

	“You heard her, hold it up higher.” Chad raised his arms. Sandy looked at it, but it just looked all wrong and kind of silly. “Is that what you wanted?” she asked Cassie.

	Cassie was giggling in her seat. “It’s not exactly what I had in mind but close. I like it even better though because now I can see his diapers underneath.”

	Suddenly Mel started giggling too. “Okay, Sissy. Curtsey again and hold your skirt as high and as wide as you can.

	Chad was mentally screaming. What was wrong with the way he had always done it? It got the point across… whatever point curtseying was supposed to relay. He did as he was told though, dropping and holding his curtsey with his skirt held high and wide.

	Cassie was giggling again. “Oh, that full skirt makes that look so much better. I just love it when his diaper shows underneath. He looks like such a… a… sissy when he does it like that. Although it’s not very lady-like at all!”

	Mel was all smiles. That was exactly what she wanted. “Back to your practice, Sissy. And now we want to see perfect curtseys from you from now on.”

	Chad wasn’t sure what to think. Curtsey like they wanted him to? Like a sissy? Okay, so maybe he was a sissy, but still! He started to turn around to begin walking around the room again, but Mel quickly reached out and grabbed him. “Are you looking to get punished?” she asked.

	Damn! He had forgotten again! This was getting too complicated! He curtseyed again, as best he could, to Mel and said his “Yes, Mistress,” in his little sissy voice. Then he turned around and began walking again. Only half his thoughts though were on curtseying, the other half were on how his very high heels felt on his feet. He loved wearing heels. It was part of the fun of dressing up for him. But he could tell right away that if she kept him walking around and around again, then his heels were going to get very tiring, very fast. And the curtseying certainly wasn’t as easy in them either.

	He stopped in front of the lamp again, dropped his curtsey – being very careful to spread his skirt as high and wide as they wanted, and said his little sissy greeting. Then he paused like he was supposed to.

	“Smile,” when you do that!” Cassie commanded from her chair. “You look like you’re mad at the world!”

	Ugh! Why couldn’t she just leave him alone? He dropped his second curtsey – trying hard to put a smile on his face despite the fact that he didn’t feel much like smiling at all, and again thanked the lampshade. Stupid! Totally stupid!

	“You need to smile more!” Sandy said as he walked around the room. “Your attitude is all wrong. Act… happy!”

	Happy? The next time, he addressed the lampshade, Chad did his best to put a happy smile on his face.”

	“Happier!” Mel ordered. “You could sound a bit more enthusiastic too.”

	Enthusiastic? Happier? They had to be kidding! They weren’t the ones who were forced to do this stuff! He didn’t ever remember ever seeing a real woman do anything like what they had him doing! Let them try this for an hour or so!

	Round and round he went, each time trying to do exactly what the women wanted him to. Until finally, he was going round and they weren’t making any suggestions to him at all. Whew! This was hard!

	Mel left the room and came back with a baby bottle in her hands. “You need to keep drinking,” she told him before he had even gotten to where he could curtsey for her.

	He stopped, curtseyed, took the bottle, and said “Thank you, Mistress,” as he curtseyed yet again. Then he took off again around the room.

	Mel was pleased. He was getting there, but there was still a long way to go. She walked over to Cassie and Sandy and whispered to both of them.

	Chad put the baby bottle to his lips as he walked around the room. He was more than ready for a drink. All this walking and curtseying stuff had him tired and thirsty… not to mention having to use the sissy high-pitched voice all the time. He took a few swallows of the tea and felt the cool liquid running down his throat. Relief!

	But suddenly, Sandy was standing directly in his way. What was he supposed to do? He stopped, confused. Hoping he was getting it right, he curtseyed and said, “Yes, Sandy,” in his silly sissy voice.

	Sandy giggled. “I like your skirt, Sissy.”

	She liked his skirt? She stopped him for that? He curtseyed again, “Thank you, Sandy.”

	“Very good, Sissy. You can go now.”

	He hesitated, then dropped another curtsey and thanked her yet again. She moved out of the way and he continued his walk. Geez! What was that all about? But suddenly Cassie was blocking his way now. What was going on? He stopped in front of her and curtseyed for her too.

	“How are you today, Sissy?” she asked.

	How was he? Stupid question! “Fine, Thank you,” he answered as he dropped yet another curtsey.

	“You can go now.”

	He curtseyed again, thanked her and continued his trek. He got to the lamp and once again did it for the lampshade. Then he was off on another round, sucking his bottle now for comfort. But suddenly Mel was in his way. He stopped, feeling more panicked because it was Mel. He curtseyed and said, “Yes, Mistress,” in his best sissy voice.

	“Show me your diaper.”

	His diaper? Now? He hadn’t hardly thought about it for a while now because he had been so busy with walking and curtseying. He realized though that his diaper was fairly wet. He reached down and pulled up his skirt a bit, exposing the bottom of his diaper.

	Mel reached out and felt the front of it, although she could see perfectly well how wet it was. “Very good sissy. But time is still wasting. Better keep wetting it.”

	Chad dropped another curtsey and was about to continue walking when Sandy yelled, “Wait!” Everyone looked to her. “Tell him to show you his diaper again.”

	Chad fervently wished that Sandy had stayed home today. She could be such a pain!

	Mel looked at Sandy quizzically, but she repeated her command to Chad. “Show me your diaper.”

	Chad again pulled his skirt up exactly the way he had done it a moment before.

	“He doesn’t do that very well at all for a baby!” Sandy declared.

	“He doesn’t?” Mel asked.

	“No. Babies and little girls don’t have any shame about showing off whatever is under their skirts. None at all. They hold them up as high as they can, quickly and proudly. They like doing it so much sometimes that you can’t get them to stop.”

	“That’s true,” Mel mused. “And no matter how he’s dressed, he is still somewhat of a baby. Besides, if it’s for a diaper check, then he’s definitely doing it as a baby!” She turned to face directly at Chad, who was mentally gulping. “You heard her, from now on whenever someone tells you to show them your diapers, you lift your skirt as high as you can. And you do it quickly and gladly! Got that?”

	Oh brother! Chad couldn’t believe it. It was so stupid! But he curtseyed like he was supposed to and squeaked out in his sissy voice, “Yes, Mistress.”

	“Good! Now show me your diaper.”

	Chad hesitated only a moment, knowing that if he didn’t do it right, they would keep after him until they were satisfied. He quickly pulled his skirt up in the front as high as he could and tried to act like he was proudly showing off his wet diaper underneath. He felt like such a fool doing it that way, not to mention like such a baby too.

	“Very good,” Mel said. “You can go now.”

	Around and around. Curtsey and talk. Around and around again. Over and over, one of the three women would stop him and ask him dumb questions or make some dumb remark, only to get him to curtsey to them. Occasionally one of them would ask to see his diaper. He was tired of doing it long before he had even started. He kept drinking from his almost empty baby bottle more out of habit now than anything else.

	And then Cassie stopped him. Curtsey. “Yes, Cassie?”

	“Show me your diaper.”

	As he had done many times already, he enthusiastically pulled the front of his skirt way up and held it there. But Cassie face suddenly turned from bored to confused. “Hey Mel,” she called. “It looks like his diaper is getting awfully wet around the edges. You might want to consider changing it soon.”

	“Let me see,” Mel said as she headed over to look. Chad just stood there with his skirt held high. He hadn’t felt anything running down his legs yet so he didn’t think he was leaking.

	Mel looked at his diaper carefully. “Yeah, the outside of it is getting all wet around his leg openings. Why didn’t you tell me it was leaking, Sissy?”

	Chad was surprised. “I didn’t know,” he replied in his silly sissy voice. “I never felt it running down my leg.”

	Mel nodded as she glanced at the clock. “You’ve managed to make it leak almost twenty minutes early. Good job, Sissy. I’m proud of you.”

	Chad felt very elated at her words. It was a strange thing to feel good about, but he was more than ready to take whatever he could get. He had made his diaper leak early… without much effort at all. He had been so busy that he hadn’t been thinking about it much. And now Mel felt proud of him!

	“Aw, is the widdle baby aww wet?” Sandy teased as if she were talking to a real baby. “Does she need Auntie Sandy to put a fwesh didee on her?”

	Cassie giggled. “Sandy stop! You sound more like a baby than he does.”

	Mel laughed too. “Yeah, she does.” Then she stopped short and stared at Sandy. “That’s not right!”

	“It’s not?” Sandy asked, wondering what Mel was thinking.

	“No it’s not,” Cassie agreed, sounding more serious.

	“It’s not at all right that you should sound more like a baby than him! Sandy, can you teach him to talk like that?” Mel asked.

	Sandy was surprised. “I don’t know. It’s just something that I’ve always done with babies.”

	The more Mel thought about the idea, the more she liked it. “Can you figure it out? I really want him to learn it.”

	“Sandy looked really uncertain. “I don’t know what I do. I just do it.”

	“Tell you what, see if you can figure something out while I change him. Okay?”

	Sandy shrugged. “Sure, I guess.”

	Chad wasn’t liking anything that he heard. Not at all! What they were considering would make him sound like even more of a stupid fool than he already did. And the idea scared him a bit.

	“Come along, Sissy,” Mel said as she headed for his diaper bag. “Let’s get you changed.”

	A few minutes later, Chad was in a fresh dry diaper with yet another two hour time limit to make it leak. Mel allowed him to get a fresh bottle to hold and drink while he was doing whatever else they came up with.

	“I’ve been trying to figure out what I do,” Sandy said as soon as Chad was ready. “And I think I’ve figured out a few things we can try, but really, there are no rules to this stuff.” She looked at Chad. “God I wish you were dressed like a baby. It would make this so much easier.”

	“I want him to talk like this all the time,” Mel said, “not just when he’s dressed like a baby. In fact, when he’s dressed like a baby, I’ll probably have him use the other baby talk that you’ve already taught him.”

	“Oh!” Sandy exclaimed. “That’s an interesting idea. So this is going to be his… grown up language then? God, he’s going to sound like such a…” she tried vainly to search for the right word.

	“A sissy?” Mel prompted.

	“Yeah, that’s for sure!”

	Chad was growing even more nervous. Talk like that all the time? Fat chance! But what other option did he have?

	“Okay, Sissy,” Sandy said. “Let’s try to figure this thing out. The first thing we’ve got to do is to replace everything that has an ‘r’ sound with the letter ‘w’ instead. Try it.”

	Chad didn’t know what to say. “And say what?” he asked.

	“I don’t know. Think of words with the letter ‘r’ in them.”

	Chad searched his brain. R? The word rabbit came to mind. “Rabbit?” he asked. Then he tried the new way. “Wabbit?”

	“Yeah, that’s it,” Sandy said. “Perfect.”

	“Wabbit!” It reminded Chad of Elmer Fudd. “I hunting wabbits,” he said, trying to sound humorous. “I’m going to get that wascally wabbit!”

	“That’s it,” Sandy said excitedly while Mel and Cassie both laughed. “Just do that! It’s perfect!”

	Chad shrugged. So they wanted him to talk like a high-pitched Elmer Fudd. Talk about dumb! It wouldn’t be the easiest thing in the world, but he could think of far worse.

	“Okay, Sissy,” Mel said, “back to your practicing. And add this to your requirements for your sissy talk.”

	Back to his practicing? She wanted him to start walking around and curtseying again? He wanted to scream! With a big sigh, he started walking around the room once again. He got to the lamp, stopped and curtseyed. “Hello, Mis…” he paused. The word had an ‘r’ in it. “Mistwess.” He said to the lampshade.

	“Very good,” Mel said from across the room where they were all watching him.

	“No it’s not!” Cassie interrupted. “I didn’t like the way he said the word ‘hello.’ I think that should be the same as with the ‘r’ sounds so that instead of ‘hello’ it should be more like ‘hewwo.’” She looked at Sandy and Mel both for approval.

	“Definitely!” Sandy replied, looking to Mel for confirmation. “Good one, Cassie. Try it again Sissy.”

	Oh brother! Now it was ‘l’ sounds too? This was going to be more difficult! He looked back at the lampshade, curtseyed again and said, “Hewwo, Mistwess.” He looked back at the women for approval.

	“Yes,” Cassie declared.

	“Good,” Mel agreed.

	Chad just rolled his eyes, looked back at the lampshade, curtseyed again, and said, “Thank you, Mistwess.” As he stood back up, he was grateful that ‘thank you’ didn’t have any ‘r’ or ‘l’ sounds in it!

	The women kept him practicing for a little while more, often stopping him to ask him different questions, forcing him to try to learn to use his new speaking requirements. He eventually got better, but it was obviously difficult for him.

	Finally Mel looked at the clock and called a halt to it all. “I’m sorry, ladies, but Sissy has work to do now… that is if you ever want to eat tonight. So I need to get her busy in the kitchen.”

	Chad was ever so grateful that it was all finished. He was tired of walking around the room in circles and talking stupid. He thought he sounded like a moron! And the heels on his feet weren’t helping matters either. Finally, he could relax and just make dinner – do something he actually enjoyed for a change!

	“Sissy, don’t forget, you’ve only got about half an hour for that diaper!”

	Damn! Didn’t it ever end? “Yes, Mistress,” he replied.

	“Do it right!” Mel yelled quickly.

	Did she mean for him to keep talking silly? Not to mention curtseying? He dropped another curtsey, being careful to spread his skirt like he did before… knowing that it probably showed his diaper underneath, and said, “Yes, Mistwess.” Damn! This wasn’t easy!

	“Remember, Sissy, you never speak with curtseying… anytime! And I never want to hear anything except your new sissy voice. And that means either baby talk like Sandy taught you, or your new sissy talk. Never anything else! Period!

	Chad wanted to cry. Did she really mean always? That would be almost impossible. “Yes, Mistwess,” he said rather forlornly as he dropped yet another curtsey.

	 


Chapter 30 (Sunday – week 5 Part 6 of 7)

	The doorbell rang. “Sissy,” Mel called from her bedroom. “Don’t forget, I’ll be listening.”

	Ugh! Chad felt silly. Not just for the way that Mel wanted him to behave tonight, but also for the way he was dressed. At least his diaper was fairly fresh, Mel had changed it less than half and hour ago. He had managed to make the last one leak again, something he was fairly proud of. But now he was working on yet another two hour deadline. His biggest problem though, was the way he was dressed. Mel had fussed extra long with both his hair and makeup. His hair was basically the same – if you didn’t count the big white bow she had fastened on top. He tried hard not to think about that. His makeup was a bit different too, brighter, bolder, and certainly more colorful. There was no way to miss his bright red lips.

	He was wearing his bra and waist cincher – naturally. No girdle or pantyhose – nothing that would make it difficult for Mel to see how wet his diaper was. Of course, seeing his diaper would be no problem – for anybody, since he was only wearing the top to his baby-doll nightie. The only other thing he had on was the darn pink patent high heel shoes she had bought him yesterday… oh yeah, and his pacifier that was now attached to a long pink ribbon that was pinned with a fancy pink bow to his baby-doll top. It was a strange outfit, but he knew all too well that it was also only temporary.

	He opened the door, Mel’s secretary, Andrea, was there holding a bottle of wine. Just as Mel had made him practice over and over again, he removed the pacifier from his mouth and dropped his elaborate sissy curtsey to her. “Hewwo, Andwea,” he said in his best sissy voice. He knew that Mel would be listening for sure. She had made him practice this greeting over and over again till she was happy with it.

	Andrea was so startled she almost dropped the bottle in her hands. “Hello, Sissy,” she replied, still trying to take in the way Chad was dressed, let alone his voice and his curtsey. “May I come in?” she asked.

	“Of couwse,” Chad replied, curtseying yet again, then standing out of the way. He didn’t turn to look, but he could just feel Mel watching him. Over and over again she had made her rules very clear for tonight. He had to always use his new sissy voice – always! He had to curtsey every time he said anything – always! He had to keep his pacifier in his mouth all the time, unless he was talking or drinking from his bottle – even if it meant taking it in and out constantly. And above all, she wanted him to do his best to try to show everybody just how much he loved being a sissy. Okay, he did love it. And deep down, everything he was doing thrilled him to the core. But still, he felt silly.

	“Hi Andrea,” Mel’s voice called as she walked out of her bedroom. She was dressed semi-casually, but Chad thought she looked extra good tonight.

	“Hi Mel. I brought a little bottle of wine, just in case you might need it.”

	“Thanks, Andrea. Wine is always appreciated.”

	“What’s with the way you’ve got him talking? I nearly jumped out of my skin.”

	Mel laughed. “Don’t you just love it? That’s his new sissy talk we’re working on.”

	“I wasn’t aware that he needed anything else to let people know what he is.”

	Mel laughed. “True! Let’s just say that I’m trying to make sure there’s no question about it.”

	“I don’t think you’ll have any trouble.”

	Mel looked over at Chad. “Sissy, aren’t you supposed to be busy in the kitchen? And there’s something wrong with your mouth!”

	Chad quickly grabbed his pacifier and stuck it back in place again. Then he headed back to the kitchen to finish preparing dinner. There wasn’t really much more to do. Everything was mostly ready.

	A few minutes later, another knock came at the door. “Sissy!” Mel called from the living room where she was talking with Andrea.

	Chad ran out from the kitchen, spat the pacifier from his mouth, curtseyed, said “Yes, Mistwess.” Then he hurried toward the door as fast as his very high heels would let him go. He opened the door again. Sandy and Cassie were there. Both of them seemed to be dressed nicer than usual too. Big sissy curtsey. “Hewwo Cassie.” Another big sissy curtsey. “Hewwo Sandy.”

	“Well, hewwo to you too,” Sandy replied teasingly. “Don’t you look just… adorable! Love your bow. You should consider wearing one more often.”

	Chad blushed as he stood back out of the way for the women to enter. As they walked past him, he reached down and grabbed his pacifier and put it back into his mouth before Mel could yell at him about it again. Then he hurried back to the kitchen. Everyone was here. It was time to serve dinner.

	He had already set the table, so it was just a matter of dishing everything out. As he raced around the kitchen, he occasionally grabbed his latest baby bottle, this time filled with apple juice, and took a quick drag on it before sticking his pacifier back in his mouth. He looked over the table carefully. The food was finally dished out but as per Mel’s orders, the wine was not yet poured. Otherwise, everything looked perfect. Taking a deep breath, he headed into the living room where the women were talking. He pulled his pacifier out of his mouth and let it dangle from the ribbon it was attached to. “Excuse me, Mistwess,” he said as he curtseyed. “Dinnew is weady.” Then immediately, he grabbed his pacifier and put it back into his mouth again.

	“Thank you, Sissy,” Mel replied.

	“Wonderful!” Andrea exclaimed. “It smells so good, I can’t wait.”

	“It’s always good!” Cassie replied as they all got up from their seats.

	Chad hurried back into the kitchen ahead of the women. He grabbed the bottle of wine that he had already opened and approached Mel first. “Would you wike some wine, Mistwess?” he asked.

	“Yes, please,” Mel replied and watched as Chad poured her drink. She watched him carefully as he asked the same question and poured drinks for each of the women. She was pleased. He was behaving perfectly. Exactly what she wanted. And when it came to cooking and serving dinner, he really was very good. She wondered briefly where he had learned to serve like he did.

	As the women all began eating, Mel looked around the table, checking everything and everyone. It looked like nobody was going to need anything for a few minutes. Sissy could be spared. She looked towards him, he was standing attentively out of the way, watching them. “Okay, Sissy. Time to change.” She watched him as he curtseyed to her and said his little sissy reply. Then he hurried off.

	“Change?” Andrea asked.

	“You said you wanted to see him in some of those outfits I got him,” Mel replied.

	Andrea smiled. “I can’t wait!”

	Mel’s bedroom seemed to be filled with ruffles and sissy things. Earlier, Mel had carefully laid out three different outfits for him to wear tonight. Looking them all over, he couldn’t decide which one was the worst… or the best – depending on how he looked at it. But there was no time now for musing about such things. If he didn’t hurry, then Mel had promised a severe beating… and Chad was trying extra hard to not let that happen!

	He hurried over to the first outfit. Unbelievably, it was the most babyish looking of all the outfits – not that the others were really very far off. The very short pink check pattern of the dress over top of the built in white blouse just seemed to look very juvenile.

	He set about taking his shoes off, then his baby-doll top. First he struggled with the frilly new ankle socks she had made him buy yesterday. Lots of pretty lace around the ankles to go with the pink checks in the dress. Then he buckled the same pink high heels back onto his feet again. To him, the shoes seemed very out of place with the nature of the dress. But that hadn’t been his decision. Mel had decided. Each of the other dresses had their own shoes to go with it and Mel had decided on these for this dress.

	Before he pulled the dress on, he carefully transferred the long pink ribbon attached to his pacifier to the new dress, then he slipped it on. Buttoning it up in the back was extremely difficult, but through sheer perseverance, he finally managed it. But by the time he did, he was beginning to worry about how much time it had taken. He quickly checked his image in Mel’s full-length mirror. He popped his pacifier back into his mouth and hurried out to the women.

	All eyes turned to him as he returned and curtseyed yet again for them all. “I’m sowwy I took so long,” he apologized. “Does anybody need anything?”

	“Oh my!” Andrea exclaimed. “That dress is just too much! And I love the way the bow in his hair matches the little white bows on the front.”

	“Wait till you see some of the other dresses,” Cassie replied. “I think they’re even better.”

	“I like this one,” Sandy said. “I think it’s the most babyish of them all.”

	“You would like this one!” Cassie laughed.

	“Okay, Sissy,” Mel commanded. “Go get your perch and set it where we can see you.”

	“Yes, Mistwess,” Chad replied with another curtsey. Then he hurried off.

	“His perch?” Andrea asked.

	“Oh yeah!” Sandy replied. “Wait till you see it.”

	Chad came back a moment later with his heavy wooden perch. He set it carefully in place on the floor, then he climbed onto it.

	Andrea watched the whole thing raptly. After he was standing on the bar. He just seemed to stand there and do nothing. “I guess I can see why you call it a perch, but what purpose does it have?” she asked.

	Mel smiled. “It keeps him in place. He seems to fidget a lot, especially with his feet. Once he’s standing on that thing then he’s not going anywhere and his feet are kept nice and still. No fidgeting!”

	Andrea set her fork down and removed the napkin from her lap. She just had to get a closer look. She got up from the table and walked over to Chad, looking him over carefully. She reached out and felt the material of his dress. It was nice and soft. The dress was so short though that she could see the bottom of his diaper underneath, even standing this close. She walked around behind him and took a closer look at the “perch” he was standing on. It appeared to be a simple wooden bar held up between two supports, mounted on a triangular shaped piece of wood. She looked closer. As high as the heels were on his feet, they still weren’t touching the bottom of the platform in the back. All his weight had to be resting on the bar! In that position, she could see why moving his feet would be difficult. “Isn’t that rather uncomfortable?” she asked.

	“A bit,” Mel agreed. “But that’s not our problem.”

	Andrea perfectly understood as she returned to her seat. The discomfort and pain, if there was any, would be all Sissy’s to deal with.

	“Sissy,” Mel’s voice rang out. “Show us your diaper!”

	Chad momentarily panicked. But he had already been through this a hundred times today. He quickly bent down to grab the hem of his skirt, but the dress he was wearing was much shorter than the skirt he had practiced in earlier… and he missed. By a lot. He heard giggling from the women as he corrected himself and finally found it, so much higher than he was used to. He quickly pulled the front of his dress up as high as he could and held it there. He could no longer see the women through the material in front of his face, but he could hear their laughter.

	“Oh my,” Andrea said, “his diaper looks awfully wet!”

	“It better look that way,” Mel replied. She glanced at the clock. He still had quite a while to go before he had to be leaking again. It looked like he was once again going to be successful. She was pleased. “Okay, Sissy. Lower your dress again and refresh our wine.”

	Chad dropped his skirt and tried to curtsey on the bar he was standing on, but with his feet locked in place he nearly fell as he tried to do it properly. He finally settled for dipping both knees as he held his skirt out wide. He carefully got off of the bar. At least he had only been on it for a few minutes. The heels he was wearing weren’t really much different than the height of the bar, so for once he didn’t need to flex his ankles after getting off of the thing. He hurried to grab the wine and he carefully refilled everyone’s glass. When he finished, he quickly took another long swig from his baby bottle before getting back onto his perch again.

	He had just barely gotten settled on the bar though, when Mel decided it was time for dress number 2. Why couldn’t she have sent him to change before he got back on the bar? Still, he was grateful that he didn’t have to be on that thing any longer than he did!

	 


Chapter 30 (Sunday – week 5 Part 7 of 7)

	Dress number 2 was the blue outfit. A pale blue and white little girl style party dress with lots of stiff netting under the skirt. The outfit even had a pair of blue shoes to match along with its own pair of lacy anklet socks.

	Chad quickly got his pink heels and socks off of his feet, then he went to work struggling with the buttons at the back of the dress he was currently wearing. It took a few minutes, but he finally got them open far enough to pull the dress off. He was grateful he no longer had the super long fingernails on his hands. The job would have been completely impossible. He dressed as fast as he could in the next outfit, being careful to again transfer his pacifier and ribbon to the new dress first. He checked his image in the mirror, and ran out of Mel’s bedroom before she could start wondering what was taking him so long.

	Chad’s running caught the attention of all the women. As he came into view, Andrea let out a rather loud gasp of laughter. “Oh! I just love it she exclaimed as he ran up to the spot next to his perch.

	Chad stood there, not quite knowing what to do next. He glanced at Mel. There was a look on her face like she wanted him to do something, but she didn’t want to tell him what. Hoping he was getting it right, he dropped another curtsey for everyone. Mel looked a bit more pleased.

	“I like that outfit much better than the first one,” Cassie exclaimed. “Especially for tomorrow.”

	Tomorrow? Chad had to wonder what she was referring to.

	“Yeah, I really can’t decide between this one and the next one,” Mel replied.

	Chad wondered again what they had planned for tomorrow. Mel had never really told him.

	“I think he needs more work on his curtsey in this dress though,” Sandy noted. “All that netting underneath hides his diaper when he does it. Especially after we worked so hard on it this afternoon.”

	“That’s a good point,” Mel agreed. “Curtsy for us, Sissy.” Chad again curtseyed like he had been told. “Yeah, you’re right. I couldn’t see his diaper at all.”

	“Grab more of your petticoats when you do it,” Cassie suggested. “Lift them up out of the way.”

	Chad looked to Mel for confirmation, then slowly, he curtseyed again, this time trying hard to grab as much of the stiff netting under his skirt as possible. It was very difficult to do and it took rather a long time.

	“That’s a bit better,” Sandy noted as soon as he was done, but it looks like it was a bit difficult for him.”

	“Try it again,” Mel ordered. Again Chad went through it, trying to do it faster this time. But he was only marginally successful.

	“Hmmm. More practice?” Cassie suggested.

	“Maybe,” Mel replied. But she really wasn’t sure. “On your perch,” Mel ordered.

	Before Chad got back onto his perch, he quickly grabbed his baby bottle and took another hit from it. Mel had told him earlier to do it whenever he possibly could so he took advantage of the slight opportunity. Then he climbed back onto the bar. The shoes he was wearing were little girl shoes, not made for the position that he was forced to stand in, but the tiny thin heels on the shoes still grabbed over the top of the bar, locking his feet into position so he couldn’t move them.

	Cassie got up from the table and walked over to him. “This is one of my favorite outfits for him,” she said. “I think it makes him look like a little Dresden doll. He just needs to be positioned a bit better.” With that, she grabbed his right arm and had him put his elbow up against his waist, then she extended the rest of that arm out to the side and up at a slight angle. His wrist she bent down. “Other arm now,” she said to him.

	Chad copied with his other arm the limp wristed position Cassie had careful arranged with is first arm. He remembered doing this last week and the position still made him feel like a super sissy. But then, wasn’t he?

	Andrea was laughing again as Cassie returned to the table. “He looks so funny!”

	Mel pushed her chair back from the table. “Okay, Sissy. Get off that bar now and stand next to it, just like that.”

	Chad extracted himself from the bar and did as he was told, finally rearranging his arms and wrists exactly like Cassie had wanted.

	“Now curtsey for us again and go right back to that position again.”

	Ugh! Curtsey again. How many times had he already done it today? But he knew very well that the evening wasn’t over with yet and he still had many more to go. He quickly bent down and tried again to grab as much of the netting under his skirt as he could, then he launched into the rest of his curtsey. He finally returned to the same limp-wristed position he had started in. Sandy was giggling, but he saw Mel smiling almost triumphantly.

	Mel looked over at Cassie and Sandy. “I like it. And I think he’s almost got it. But I think with the petticoats like this he needs to pull them up higher when he does it so we can see more of his diaper. I like it when there’s no question that he’s wearing one under his dress.”

	“Try it,” Sandy agreed.

	“Got that, Sissy?” This time pull your skirts up even higher. Now do it again.”

	Once again Chad went through the almost grueling curtsey routine, this time trying desperately to pull his skirts and all the netting underneath up even higher.

	“Higher!” Mel ordered while he was still bent down.

	Chad immediately stretched his arms as high and as wide as he could.

	“That’s it!” Mel exclaimed excitedly. Chad allowed himself to come back up again and resume his limp-wristed position. “That’s exactly what we want to see from now on!” Mel declared. “If you’re going to do it, then you should do it right! And for you, right means showing off your diapers underneath!” All the women broke out into peals of laughter.

	“Okay, Sissy. Next outfit.”

	If Chad had a personal favorite… or rather hated dress… then it was certainly the next one. Like the blue dress he was taking off, the next dress was also very much a little girl party dress. But this one was mostly white with pink trim. What set this dress apart from the blue one however, was the huge amount of very soft ruffles under the skirt that fluffed it out enormously. And it wasn’t just that there were a lot of ruffles, it was that that unlike the stiff netting of the blue dress, these were very soft and almost sensual against his legs. There was no getting away from them constantly caressing his bare thighs with each little movement. It was very unnerving in a way.

	Mel had paired the dress up with yet another pair of frilly ankle socks, and this time his new black patent mary janes. When he was completely dressed, he looked at himself in the mirror again. The whole thing absolutely screamed little girl, little girl, little girl! Or maybe it screamed sissy girl instead. He wasn’t really sure. Probably more like sissy girl because no normal little girl would wear such a thing. With his pacifier back in his mouth again, he hurried back to the ladies.

	While Chad was in the bedroom changing, the women had left the table and had settled with their glasses of wine in the living room chairs. Chad was surprised to see them there. He quickly changed the direction he was heading and found a spot where they could all see him in the living room instead. When he there, he did his best to try to curtsey like they now wanted him to and then finally ended up in Cassie’s limp-wristed position. Several of the women were giggling at him again. Mel looked very pleased.

	“That’s the first dress you got, isn’t it?” Andrea asked as she got up to inspect him more closely. “I think I like this one the best.”

	“It’s probably my favorite too,” Mel agreed.

	“I like the blue one,” Cassie said.

	“I like the other one, the more babyish one,” Sandy added.

	“Yeah, but I think for tomorrow, it needs to be either the blue one or this one.”

	What was happening tomorrow? Chad still had no idea.

	“Curtsey again for us,” Sandy ordered. Chad again went into his elaborate curtsey. The super massive ruffles making the task even more difficult in this dress. He did his best though to hold as much of it up high and wide as he could though. Again he heard giggling from the women.

	“I think the pink is a bit more of a sissy color, isn’t it?” Andrea noted.

	“You’re probably right. Pink is a much more suitable color for him. So this dress will be the one. Now we just have to get him to act more like a sissy. Just curtseying isn’t going to be enough.”

	“It’s not?” Andrea asked. “Not quite understanding.”

	“No, I think there needs to be more.”

	“Like what?” Cassie asked.

	“I don’t know,” Mel replied. “Any ideas.”

	Sandy giggled. “He looks like such a little girl in that outfit. Why not have him act more like one.”

	“How?”

	“Do you know any nursery rhymes?” Sandy asked Chad.

	Chad was taken completely off guard by the question. Nursery rhymes? He really didn’t know. He curtseyed again, then said, “I don’t know.”

	“Oh come on! You must know some!” Cassie complained. “Think!”

	But Chad wasn’t really sure.

	“How about Mary Had a Little Lamb. Can you do that one?” Andrea suggested.

	“Good one!” Sandy replied appreciatively.

	Chad thought about it. “I guess so,” he replied.

	“You didn’t curtsey again before you said that!” Mel lashed out quickly.

	Chad grunted his frustration, then curtseyed again then repeated, “I guess I know it.”

	Mel nodded as if satisfied. “Say it for us.”

	Oh brother. And he knew she wanted him to do it in his new sissy language. He had to think about it for a bit before he started. And the more he thought about it, the more he realized how funny it was going to sound. He almost started saying the rhyme out loud, when he remembered the rule. He curtseyed once again. Then he began. “Mawy had a wittle wamb.” There was a lot of giggling from the women. “It’s fweece was white as snow.” All the way through the piece the women giggled more and more. Chad felt so small. He was very glad when it was all over.

	The women were all laughing hysterically. “Do it again,” Cassie asked through her laughter.

	Chad looked at Mel who was also laughing. She merely nodded and waved her hand. Once again he curtseyed and went though the childish nursery rhyme, his voice making it sound even more childish.

	“He should do that tomorrow!” Sandy declared when he was finished.

	“Mel nodded. “Definitely!”

	“Practice it again,” Cassie said, still laughing.

	“Wait a minute,” Sandy interrupted. “Have him skip around the room while he does it!”

	The women all laughed harder. Skip? They couldn’t be serious!

	But Mel was agreeing. “Do it!” she managed to get out despite her own uncontrolled laughter.

	Chad couldn’t believe it. Now he had to skip around the room too? When would it ever end? He took a deep breath to steady himself, curtseyed for the women, then started skipping. A few steps later he started to say the rhyme. Damn he felt like a fool!

	“Sing it!” one of the women called out.

	Chad turned his head to see who had said it, but they were all laughing even harder. He started singing it instead as he skipped. He finally finished the rhyme and skipped back to his starting point where he stopped. Finally.

	“Don’t stop now,” Mel said. “We’re all having too good a time. Besides, you need the practice!”

	They wanted him to keep doing it?” Damn! Chad again curtseyed for them then began skipping and singing. Over and over, around and around. Singing the nursery rhyme with the distorted words was getting easier and easier – fortunately. And just as fortunately, the laughing from the women was finally getting less and less. But they weren’t letting him stop yet, so he had to keep skipping and singing.

	And then without warning, he suddenly felt a ticklish something running down his leg. His diaper was leaking! He stopped with a rather horrified expression on his face. He tried to curtsey as fast as he could and knew he wasn’t getting it right, but he had to tell Mel. “I’m leaking!” he finally was able to say to her as he held out his leg to show the pee running down it.

	Andrea laughed the loudest, although Cassie and Sandy weren’t far behind. Mel however looked excited and happy. “Excellent, Sissy. And you’ve still got plenty of time to go.” Chad just stood there while the three women tried to calm themselves after laughing for so long. “Go take that dress off now, Sissy. I’ll be in to change you in a minute.”

	Chad took off for her bedroom. He was glad it was all over… he hoped. The three women were all still out there.

	Chad took off his dress, then he had to wait for Mel for a few minutes before she came in to change him. When she was done with is diaper, she put his baby-doll nightie top back on him again, but left the black mary jane shoes on him. “Two hours,” she reminded him before she sent him back out, this time directly to the kitchen to start cleaning up.

	While Chad worked in the kitchen, he could hear the women talking and laughing in the living room together, but he couldn’t really hear anything they were saying. They did seem rather excited about something though. What worried him the most was tomorrow. They had referred to it several times, but he had no idea what they had planned. He did have a strong suspicion though that it was going to involve him… and that he wasn’t going to like it very much!

	“Sissy, come say goodbye to everyone.” Mel finally called.

	Chad was more than glad to see them all leaving. He had long ago had enough! He had to curtsey for each of them again and wish each of them a goodnight. Every one of them did take the time to tell him how good dinner was, which made him feel really good… and proud.

	The door finally closed behind their guests and Chad looked over at Mel. “You did very well tonight. Very well! No go finish up in the kitchen.”

	Chad wanted to take the time to ask about tomorrow, but Mel was already heading to her bedroom. He headed for the kitchen instead. When he was done, Mel had him load up a plastic bag full of the baby bottles she had sealed with her tape and take them to his own refrigerator in his apartment. When all the bottles were loaded into the refrigerator, she surprised him by changing his diaper again. She stuck another suppository up inside of him, and this time put four diapers and his plastic panties on him so he would be diapered for the night. The four diapers felt incredibly thick after wearing only the one for so long.

	Mel went back to his refrigerator and brought him three more baby bottles to drink for the night. Then she laid him down on his blow-up mattress. Chad set his pacifier on the floor where he could reach it easily and grabbed the first bottle. He put it to his lips and took a sip. But it was only a small sip before he removed it again. There was a question he desperately wanted to know the answer to. So he just had to ask. “Mistress, what’s happening tomorrow? You and the others kept referring to it all day, but I still don’t know what’s going on.”

	Mel smiled. He couldn’t have timed his question better if she had told him to ask it. She stood up and backed up to his bedroom door. She turned out his light. She could see him still watching her, his baby bottle held waiting in both his hands. “Tomorrow,” she replied... “Tomorrow, I’m going to dress you up in your most sissy baby dress… Then I’m going to drive you to work and personally show you off to everybody there that I can find… Including your little friend, Robin!”

	She turned quickly and left then. But as she opened his apartment door to leave she could hear his wail of despair. “Noooooo!” She smiled all the way back to her own apartment. The hook had been set!

	 


Chapter 31 (Monday – week 5 Part 1 of 8)

	Like a child’s taunting singsong voice, the words kept echoing deep within his mind. “Sissy, sissy sissy. Sissy, sissy sissy.” Over and over again. He tried to deny it, tried to hide from it, but the outlandish dress he was wearing was not only proof, the dress itself almost seemed to shout the accusations. “Sissy, sissy, sissy.”

	Like a puppet on a string, he was forced to skip and dance like a little child, lifting his skirts with glee, despite the horror he really felt. There was no way out. No way to fight back. No matter how hard he tried not to do it, his body kept singing and skipping. “Sissy, sissy, sissy.”

	In his dreams, he finally realized that there was no place he could hide from it. Nothing he could do to stop it. Every time he ripped off one bizarre dress, another completely outlandish outfit took its place. No matter what he did, the bizarre clothing seemed to follow him, engulf him, till he no longer even tried to get away. “Sissy, sissy, sissy.”

	It was hopeless. The clothing was soft and frilly. Sensual. Teasing him in ways he loved the most. Tickling him till he finally was forced to give in. Touch it. Embrace it. Love it. “Sissy, sissy, sissy.”

	He was worn out, broken down. He could no longer fight it. He was forced by something very deep inside of himself to admit the truth. He loved it… he loved it all! He was a sissy! There was absolutely no way around it, he was what he was. A sissy! “Sissy, sissy, sissy.”

	Like the petals of a flower just beginning to open, the feelings inside of him started to change and grow. Very slowly at first, then they began rushing faster and faster. Joy! It filled every part of his body, every part of his soul… till now he wanted to skip and laugh and sing. “Sissy, sissy, sissy.”

	He was a sissy! That was what he was! He could enjoy the pretty dresses, and shoes, and clothes. He could enjoy the warm wet diapers. He could enjoy his bottles and pacifiers. He could enjoy all the wonderful sensations that it all brought to him without any reservations or guilt. He was a sissy! “Sissy, sissy, si…”

	The indignant loud music suddenly began blaring from his pink clock radio. Shattering his dreams. Shattering his euphoria. Shattering he sleep. Erasing from his mind everything he had been feeling. Instilling instead, a sense of shock at being pulled so blatantly out of a much nicer place. Confused, he rolled off of his blow-up mattress, scattering empty baby bottles across the floor. He got to his knees and wanted to take stock of everything, but the darn loud music wouldn’t let him. He reached out and slapped at the clock radio, fumbling with the controls till the music finally ceased. Blessed silence once again filled the room. He breathed in deeply in relief.

	Finally, he could allow himself to feel his own body again. His diapers were the first to grab his attention – heavy and wet, ugh – messy too. From his knees they felt bulkier than ever before… if that was possible. But then Mel had been putting four diapers on him for the last few nights instead of his usual three, so he supposed that bulkier was entirely possible. The breast forms glued to his chest also felt heavy, and bulky, and a nuisance. They stuck out way too inconveniently underneath his babydoll nightie top.

	He struggled to his feet and quickly became more aware than ever of the weight and bulk of his diapers. Wow they were thick! The pressure between his legs was uncomfortable… and sensual. As he tried to waddle slowly toward his bedroom door, the super-bulky feeling turned him on slightly. Yet despite the pleasure he felt, it didn’t do anything at all for his completely limp penis trapped inside of his diapers… and trapped inside of his chastity device. He could no longer even feel his penis. In fact, he really hadn’t felt much from it for a few days now. But as long as those cruel teeth were still inside of the device, it was just as well. Those darn teeth could hurt!

	He was halfway through his living room, on his way to see if Mel had left him another note when he remembered the very last thing she had said to him last night. His knees almost buckled, his progress almost stopped. A sick feeling of dread sank deep into his stomach. Nooooo! She was planning on dressing him up in his most outrageous sissy dress and take him into work to show him off to everybody there! Even Robin! Everybody! They were all going to see exactly what he was… not just a guy who was now wearing dresses to work like a woman… they were going to see him for exactly what he was – a diaper wearing, total sissy flake! Nooooo!

	His progress toward his kitchen stopped completely. He was suddenly afraid to see her note. Afraid of what new demands she might have for him to make his worst nightmare come true. He couldn’t let her do it! He couldn’t! He would have to find some way to stop her. He would do anything! Plead, beg, anything!

	He continued on to his kitchen, because in order to come up with an idea to stop her, he first had to know what she wanted of him. The note was there, where it always was.

	Sissy,

	First bottle – before you do anything else. And finish it – before you do anything else!

	Get your shower and get cleaned up. Make sure you shave clean – all over!

	Call me as soon as you get finished – before you put any diapers on!

	If you can do this right today, I “might” give you two and a half hours to make your diapers leak instead of only two hours – if you can do it right!

	And remember – Sissy Talk!

	Sissy Talk! His stomach turned squeamish at the thought of it. Visions of skipping around Mel’s livingroom last night acting like a total fool filled his mind. Had he really done that? He didn’t want to answer his own question. His thoughts turned instead to something else – two and a half hours! Now that would be great. Just that extra half an hour would take so much pressure off of him. He was sure he could make all his diapers leek inside of that time limit… if he didn’t allow himself to slack off. Damn! That meant that the bottom line was that she was still going to be keeping the pressure on him. Maybe it was just because he was thinking about it, or maybe it was because it was just time, but he suddenly realized he was peeing again. The brief sensation felt all too wonderful inside of his super bloated diapers. Nice!

	As he opened his refrigerator and pulled one of the freshly stocked bottles out of it, he thought again about what she had planned for him today. Again his stomach wrenched at the very thought of it. He didn’t bother to wonder if she would really do it. He knew she would!

	He sat on his overly bulky diapers, in the only chair that he owned. He pulled his pacifier out of his mouth and stuck the bottle in place instead. As he started drinking the cool green tea from the bottle, his mind began running countless scenarios of Mel parading him around the company where he worked. The cool liquid from the bottle did nothing to calm the burning fear from what was running through his head.

	Damn! How was he going to get her to not do it?

	Mel took another sip from her coffee and glanced again at her cell phone. How long did it take him to drink one little bottle then get cleaned up? If he didn’t call soon, she was going to go over there with her stick and give it to him good! She had big plans for him today. Major plans. And some of them were things that had to be done at a certain time. She couldn’t afford to let him be late!

	The sudden buzzing of her phone startled her. She grabbed it quickly. “Hello?”

	“Hewwo, Mistwess,” Chad’s high-pitched sissy voice came over the line.

	Mel felt a mixture of humor and relief at hearing his voice. “Are you naked?” she asked.

	“Yes, Mistwess,” he answered.

	“Good, I’ll be right there!” Mel hung up her phone and grabbed her keys. She was out her door quickly. She knocked softly on his door. It was opened immediately. He was hiding his naked body behind the door as he opened it. She was tempted to stand there and demand that he curtsey for her before she entered, but with him naked like that, she thought better of the idea and went inside… then she stood still, glaring at him.

	Chad almost wilted under her gaze. He felt unusually uncomfortable standing in front of her naked. And now she was obviously waiting for him to curtsey to her again. There was never any question of resisting. “Hewwo, Mistwess,” he said in his new sissy voice as he dropped a quick curtsey for her.

	His actions sent a wave of pleasure through her. She just loved seeing him do that! And now with his new sissy voice it was twice as good. “Hello, Sissy,” she finally replied. She looked him over briefly as he stood in front of her – naked, except for his chastity device and the breast forms that were glued to his chest. About as naked as he was ever capable of getting anymore. His hair was still wet and a mess from where he had just washed it, but otherwise, he looked clean… and clean shaven. Speaking of which… “Let’s go to your bathroom, Sissy. I need to check to make sure you didn’t miss anything today.”

	Chad would have curtseyed to her again as he had been taught, but she was already walking off. He followed quickly behind her.

	As Mel walked into the bathroom, she was pleased to see that he already had one diaper laid out to put on. Good, it would waste less time. “Okay, Sissy. Let me see you.” Mel had him turn slowly around while she inspected him critically all over. She stopped him at one point and grabbed his razor from the counter. Then she ran it lightly over his back where he couldn’t reach properly. Overall though, he had done a very good job of keeping himself well shaved. She was pleased.

	When she got back to his front side, she couldn’t help but stare for a few moments at his penis trapped inside of his little device. It was so tiny. But then that was as big as it ever seemed to be anymore. It was hard to believe that that little thing might be capable of getting so much bigger. Was it still capable? An interesting question, but she wasn’t going to waste the time right now to find out.

	“Okay, Sissy. Good job. You can…” All thoughts of finishing what she was saying died when she noticed a stream of pee running out of his chastity device to fall on the floor. And strangely, it was a moment before Chad even realized he was doing it.

	“Oh shit!” he cursed as he realized what was happening. He quickly glanced around for a way to stop it or for something to catch it all. His eyes fell on the diaper he had laid out. He grabbed it quickly.

	“Just let it go, Sissy,” Mel commanded before Chad could catch anything with the fresh diaper. “It’s too late now anyway.”

	Chad stood before her looking very uncomfortable and embarrassed as the pee continued to flow out of him, down and out of his chastity device, and splashed in an ever-growing puddle on the floor. Mel backed up a few steps to avoid being splashed, but Chad had no such luxury. “Sorry, Mistress,” he mumbled awkwardly, not even bothering to use his new sissy voice.

	“That’s okay, Sissy. In fact, I’m rather pleased. So pleased in fact, that I may find a way to reward you later… maybe.”

	Chad looked up hopefully. There was excitement in his eyes. “Please don’t show me off around where I work today, Mistress. Please!”

	Mel shook her head. “Sorry, Sissy. I’m not that pleased. Besides, this will be for your own good! Now clean that up and do your hair. No makeup, one diaper, the cute little shoes and socks you wore home last night, and your baby-doll top. Nothing else… oh, except your jewelry. Make sure you’ve got plenty of extra diapers in your diaper bag before you come over to my place. I’ll see you there.”

	“Yes, Mistress,” Chad replied reluctantly, again not using his new sissy voice. He was clearly upset that Mel still intended to show him off to all his friends at work.

	“You’ve got two and a half hours to get that diaper leaking today.” Chad was at least glad to hear that part. “Oh, and Sissy… The next time I hear you not using your new sissy voice, and the next time you don’t curtsey when you should… I promise, I’ll make things twice as bad for you when we get there as I intend to!”

	Chad’s mouth fell open wide as she turned on her heel and left him. The very thought of prancing around and singing and talking like a total idiot in front of all his friends sent waves of dread running through his stomach. There’s no way she would actually do that to him, would she? No way!

	Damn! He knew she would! Without a doubt!

	Mel hummed softly to herself as she stirred the baby oatmeal she was preparing on her stove. She couldn’t get the sight of him peeing on his bathroom floor this morning out of her head. She was convinced that he didn’t even know he was going to do it because it had obviously been such a surprise to him. And then when he realized it was happening, he reached for something to soak it up instead of trying to stop it with his body’s muscles. Why didn’t he just stop it? But then that was the kind of behavior from him she absolutely wanted to see because it meant that he really was losing control. And him losing control also meant him losing the bet… and of course she would win!

	She had been so worried because he had claimed under hypnosis at Gloria’s that he could hold back for so long. But maybe he couldn’t! Had he really lost more than he had claimed, or was his lack of control this morning really just some fluke happening? She had been purposely riding him extra hard for the last few days. Could that have had something to do with it? Unfortunately, the last scenario was more than likely. But if it was, then at least her plan was working… somewhat.

	Bottom line - she just didn’t know where he really stood. And consequently she couldn’t trust him. She really needed Gloria’s help. Gloria could get information out of him without him knowing about it. And information was power. Of course, more importantly, Gloria and her ability to hypnotize him could insure that she would win this bet easily! Unfortunately, Gloria was being a bit stubborn about helping lately. But that was just something she would have to straighten out, and quickly. Hopefully today.

	She turned the heat off and moved the pot away from the burner. It was ready. Now where was he?

	 


Chapter 31 (Monday – week 5 Part 2 of 8)

	Chad stood outside her door and paused for a moment. He wasn’t exactly happy about standing there dressed the way that he was, but the thought of what she planned to do to him today was turning his stomach and making him ill. She couldn’t do that to him… she just couldn’t! He’d never get over it. He’d have to quit his job – if they didn’t fire him – and move away to someplace else. That is, if he ever did manage to win this bet – which he was still fairly confident that he could.

	Of course, doing things like peeing on the floor this morning wasn’t exactly helping him win. That had been stupid! Why hadn’t he realized he needed to go and just held it? But then she had been forcing him to pee so much for the last few days that he hadn’t even thought about holding back. That wasn’t helping his side at all. He couldn’t wait till tomorrow when he could go back to work again and get away from Mel’s all too difficult and humiliating demands… that is… if he still had a job to go back to tomorrow… or if he dared go back.

	A loud piercing whistle from the parking lot behind him brought him out of his mental struggles. He quickly glanced back to see two guys down below staring at him. More ashamed of how he looked than ever, he quickly reached out and knocked on Mel’s door.

	The door was opened a moment later. “It’s about time,” Mel declared, still dressed in just her robe.

	He curtseyed as elaborately as he could. “Good mowning, Mistwess,” he said in his all too sickening sissy voice around the pacifier in his mouth. The whistle came from behind and below him again. He did his best to ignore it, but Mel stepped past him with a broad smile on her face.

	She waved to the men below. “I’d let you play with them, Sissy,” she said, “but we’ve got too much to do this morning.”

	Chad was glad. Especially since he had already stepped inside her apartment. He wasn’t about to step back out again if he could possibly help it!

	Mel came back inside. “Up in your highchair, Sissy. Breakfast time.”

	Yuck! The thought of another breakfast of baby cereal started turning his stomach more than it already was. Why couldn’t she let him eat something else for a change? Some nice bacon and eggs sounded a lot better to him than more baby cereal. Or maybe perhaps an omelet – loaded with plenty of good stuff of course. Now that would be a proper breakfast! But the sight of the pot on her stove quickly dashed any hopes of anything better from his mind.

	Sulking, he climbed up into his highchair and sat numbly still while she fastened a bib around his neck and slid the tray into place. A minute later, she placed a large bowl of the tasteless mush in front of him along with two baby bottles. How could he eat it? All he could think about was having to act like a total fool in front of everybody he knew. Everybody was going to laugh at him… everybody! They would all see just how much of a total sissy he really was. What could he do? How could he stop it? “Mistress?” he called desperately in his sissy voice before she could get out of the room.

	“Yes, Sissy?”

	“Please don’t do this to me,” he begged. “Please don’t take me to work and show me off to everybody I know.”

	Mel smiled to herself. He was starting to panic. Not a lot yet, but a little bit. It was a good sign. Just what she wanted. “Sorry, Sissy. Like I told you earlier. It’s for your own good. Better get used to the idea.” With that, she quickly left him before he could ask anything else. Yes, so far things were going perfectly!

	Chad sat and stared at the baby cereal in the bowl in front of him. But he didn’t feel at all like eating it. Visions of himself wearing that silly sissy dress she had found him, being pulled all around in front of everybody he knew, and singing for them in his stupid little sissy voice still filled his head. He felt nothing but sorry for himself.

	“Sissy?” Mel’s voice called from her bedroom. “You better be eating all your cereal and make sure you drink all your bottles. Cause if you don’t, then I just might send you to work tomorrow wearing one of your other little sissy dresses too. Now wouldn’t everybody you know love to see that?”

	Chad shuddered at the thought of it. Not that he’d really have to worry about it much. After today, he seriously doubted he would still have a job tomorrow. But then, it was hard to believe he still had a job now with the way he had been dressing for work lately. Very hard to believe! So maybe they wouldn’t fire him… not right away anyway. With that little bit of hope, he picked up his bottle to wet his mouth before daring the huge amount of baby cereal glop in front of him.

	Chad was still forcing himself to eat the last of the baby cereal when a knock came at the door. Panicked, he wanted to hide somewhere, but he was pretty much trapped in the highchair where he sat. He heard Mel going to answer the door. He heard her talking to someone, then the door closing. A moment later, Sandy walked into the kitchen. She had a small plastic bag in her hand. “Hi kiddo,” she said as she spotted Chad in his highchair.

	“Hewwo, Sandy,” Chad replied, none to cheerfully.

	“Aww. The baby doesn’t sound too happy today.”

	“Why should I?” Chad sulked.

	“Because today should be fun! You’re going to get to show off your pretty sissy dress to so many people…”

	“Ugh! Don’t remind me!”

	“Aw. What’s the matter? Is the little baby going to cry?”

	“I might,” Chad returned, still unable to come to grips with what was going to happen. “And I’d have good reason too!”

	Sandy giggled. “Well, if you do, don’t worry about your makeup.” She held up the bag she had brought in. “I got you a bunch of waterproof stuff so we don’t have to worry about that little problem today at all.” She giggled again as she set the bag back down.

	“Sandy!” Mel’s voice called from her bedroom. “Check to see if he’s wet yet.”

	“Okay!” Sandy yelled back.

	She reached under the highchair tray and grabbed the front of Chad’s diaper. With his hands trapped above the tray, there was little Chad could do to stop her. It seemed like her hand was staying there a lot longer than it should. He suddenly felt her groping around his chastity device through his diaper. With a mischievous grin, she finally pulled her hand away. “He’s wet, but not very,” Sandy yelled to Mel back in her bedroom.”

	“Sissy,” Mel yelled back, “better get busy! Don’t make me beat you in front of your coworkers!”

	Chad instantly felt even more uncomfortable than he already was as he imagined her spanking his bare bottom with her stick in front of everybody he knew. He quickly picked up the almost empty baby bottle on his tray and began finishing it.

	“Just like a baby,” Sandy giggled.

	“There, all done,” Sandy declared as she pulled her hand away from Chad’s face.

	Chad, still trapped in his highchair, pursed his lips then stretched them. The sealer she had just smeared over top of the lip color felt weird… tasted weird too. Chad wasn’t really sure he liked it.

	“How’s he coming?” Mel asked as she finally came out all dressed for work. Chad thought she looked particularly nice today in the skirted business suit she had selected.

	“I just finished his makeup,” Sandy replied.

	Mel studied Chad’s face critically, then smiled. “Love it!” she declared.

	Chad had no idea what he looked like today. It was impossible to tell since he had no mirror to look in. And to be honest, he wasn’t sure he really wanted to know. Besides, nothing good could possibly come from what Mel had planned for today, so maybe it was better that he didn’t know.

	“How much time do we have before we have to leave?” Sandy asked.

	Mel checked her watch. “A while yet. But we’ve still got to get his dress on him and then I want to make him practice everything again.”

	Ugh! More practicing? Chad clearly remembered walking around and around Mel’s living room yesterday, curtseying and talking in his silly new voice to her floor lamp. He wasn’t looking forward to doing that again!

	Mel finally removed the tray that was locking him into the chair and let him get down. Before she led him back to her bedroom, she pulled another baby bottle out of her refrigerator and handed it to him. “Don’t disappoint me,” she warned.

	Chad curtseyed, “No, Mistwess,” he replied. He kept the bottle in his mouth and drank from it continuously until he was forced to remove it while Mel pulled his dress over his head. Once again, the all too sensual ruffles swirled around his legs. Exciting him… making him feel strangely sexual. Yet he still felt nothing in the very area that he should have been feeling things, his forever trapped penis. The pacifier on the pink ribbon was still attached to the dress. Mel grabbed it and stuck it into Chad’s mouth before she fastened the large white ribbon back into his hair. She walked around him, surveying him critically. “Perfect!” she declared. Her eyes locked onto his and seemed to bore into him. “I’m more than sure all your little friends at work will just love seeing you today.”

	Chad shuddered and realized he was wetting his diaper a bit again. “Mistwess, pwease!” he begged pitifully.

	“Don’t even bother!” Mel replied quickly. “You’re going, and that’s that!”

	The feelings of dread and despair in his stomach doubled.

	Around and around. Curtsey elaborately to the lamp, making sure his diaper can be seen every time he did it. Talk in the stupid sissy voice. Try to act happy and excited. But acting happy and excited were pretty much out of the question today. How do you act happy when all you want to do is cry? Show them his diapers like a little baby. Answer their inane questions without any ‘l’s or ‘r’s in his words… and always use the stupid high-pitched voice. Over and over again. Around and around. Very quickly, the boring routine brought back all the silly little habits he had picked up by doing it a million times the day before. He barely thought about any of it after a little while as he just let habit take over.

	“Okay, Sissy,” Mel declared. “Now skip around and sing ‘Mary Had a Little Lamb.’”

	Chad took another swig from the baby bottle in his hand, then began skipping around her living room. A moment later, the childish song and voice were coming out of his mouth. At least he could bypass the lamp and ignore that every time around. It didn’t take long before the constant skipping and singing got very tiring. Visibly so.

	“That’s enough, Sissy,” Mel declared. “We don’t want to wear you out too soon. Go stand in your corner now for a few minutes till it’s time to go.”

	From one rotten thing to another. Chad headed to his corner, climbed up on the bar of his perch, and squeezed his whole body deep into the corner. The ruffles on his skirt tickled his legs even as he tried to stand still. He wasn’t thrilled about standing in the corner like that, but at least he wasn’t walking out the door… yet.

	Mel busied herself in the kitchen, grabbing lots of jars of baby food and baby bottles from her refrigerator and stuffing them all into several plastic bags. One of his bibs and tiny baby spoons were put into one of the bags too. She checked his diaper bag and made sure he had plenty of everything they would need. At her request, Sandy had gone home to collect a few things for today too. She set everything she had collected by her door to carry out to her car.

	Sandy finally came back carrying a large bag of things too. Together, they both carried everything down to Mel’s car and put it all into the trunk. That was it. They were ready. Now all they needed was Sissy.

	Chad heard them both leaving – leaving him alone in her apartment. Stuck in the corner as he was, he couldn’t see anything or really tell what was going on. He didn’t really care. He’d rather they left him there all day than what they had planned for him. How could he get out of it? Of all the horrible things Mel had made him do since this bet started, this was by far the worst!

	The apartment was quiet while they were gone. He found the lack of commotion around him peaceful, like the quiet before a storm. He concentrated on it, enjoying it while he could, because he knew that all too soon things were going to get worse. Much worse!

	He heard their voices even before the door opened. They were back. He had no doubt that his simple quiet reverie was about to end. His panic erupted once again.

	“Okay, Sissy. Get off of that thing,” Mel told him the moment she got through her door. “It’s time. Let me look you over one more time.”

	Chad carefully climbed down off his perch, holding onto the wall for support. When he was sure of his balance, he carefully let go. His eyes never looked up from the floor though. All he could think about was what they were about to make him do. Life as he had known it was over, and in his fear, tears started running down from his eyes.

	“Let me look at you,” Mel said as she walked over to him.

	Chad’s eyes were still locked onto a spot on the floor in front of him.

	“Look up so I can see you,” Mel commanded.

	Very slowly, Chad raised his head to look at her. As he did so, the sobs he was trying to hold back broke forth. In his little girl style dress with all the ruffles tickling the tops of his thighs, crying his heart out, he felt like the biggest sissy ever. And there was nothing he could do about it. And then, to make matters worse, he suddenly felt himself peeing heavily into his diaper. He felt so small and stupid. A total baby.

	“I told you the waterproof makeup would be a good idea,” Sandy said.

	“Yes, you were certainly right about that,” Mel agreed. “That’s enough, Sissy! This is going to happen whether you like it or not. So stop that crying.”

	But Chad couldn’t stop. He was going crazy with fear. “Please, Mistress, please,” he pleaded, careful to speak in his new sissy voice so as not to upset her. “Please don’t make me do this. I’ll do anything for you. I promise. Anything!”

	He seemed so distraught that Mel’s heart almost broke. But she had been expecting exactly this and more, so she was well prepared for it.

	“No, Sissy. I told you before, this is for your own good. Now stop that crying right now!”

	Chad didn’t stop crying. Nor did he understand. “How?” he asked. “How could this possibly be good for me?”

	They were getting closer to the heart of the matter now. “How?” she repeated. “Sissy, I told you that this was going to be a new life for you. A drastically different one. And until you accept that fully, your old life is only going to be holding you back. You won’t be able to fully enjoy or even embrace all your new sissy feelings until you fully accept what you are. And by showing everybody you know the real you… the true you… they’ll no longer expect the old you anymore. They’ll accept the new you instead… and you can move on and truly become the sissy you’ve always dreamed of being.”

	Chad wasn’t at all sure about her logic. And he also was fairly sure he didn’t want to be the kind of sissy she had in mind.

	While Chad was trying desperately to digest what she had just said, Mel’s eyes noticed her yardstick leaning up against the corner. She walked over and picked it up. Holding it tightly in her hand, she brought it back to where she had been talking with Sissy. “Better not forget this thing,” she mused. “We just might need it!”

	Chad’s eyes never left the stick Mel was playing with in her hands. Was she threatening him with it already? He wasn’t really sure, but he had the distinct feeling that she might be. She wasn’t going to let him out of this no matter what. It was cruel! She was cruel! For his own good? He doubted that seriously. But she evidently thought so.

	She was leaving him no way out, no way around it. Taking a breath to steady himself, he looked down at the floor again, trying to find the courage for what he had to do. Finally, he grabbed the skirts of his sissy dress, and never taking his eyes off of the floor, he dropped a curtsey and said, “Yes, Mistress.”

	Mel smiled inwardly, trying not to let it show. What she had told him had been carefully crafted… artfully conceived as a way of convincing him to behave without letting him on to her real motive. Yet the odd thing was, that despite the fabrication she had just laid out for him, the reasoning had the ring of truth about it. Something she would have to carefully consider for later.

	Sandy looked on wide-eyed through the whole exchange. She had listened to it all without saying a word or interrupting. She couldn’t believe it! She would have caved instantly under his pitiful pleas for mercy. She didn’t know how Mel could possibly be so unwavering about this. Something else though had caught her attention while Mel was explaining things to him. What exactly had she meant about him showing everybody he knew? The only person he knew at the gym was Cassie… and maybe the receptionist. Maybe she had heard it wrong or Mel hadn’t really meant it the way she thought it sounded. She’d just have to wait and see.

	“Okay, Sissy,” Mel said. “It’s time. Down in the car. Time to embrace your true sissy self.”

	Chad shook himself a bit. It was time. He didn’t want this – but it was time. No way out. He did his best to put a smile on his face, although the effort was minimal at best. He curtseyed again. “Yes, Mistress.” He headed for the door.

	He stopped halfway there, a look of new worry creasing his face. He almost forgot to curtsey. “Mistress,” he said. “I haven’t had anything to drink in a while now. Should I get a bottle for the car?” He didn’t really want it, but if Mel was still going to make him show everyone he knew what a total sissy he was, then no doubt she’d also punish him severely if his diaper didn’t leak in time.

	Mel was very pleased. “Of course, Sissy. Good thinking. Because I’ll have no problem paddling your naked backside in front of everybody while we’re out if you don’t make it.” She slapped the yardstick against her other hand to emphasize her point.

	Chad saw how serious she seemed to be. Not bothering to curtsey like he should, he ran to the kitchen and pulled another baby bottle out of the refrigerator.

	 


Chapter 31 (Monday – week 5 Part 3 of 8)

	Mel and Sandy sat in the front seat. Chad was buckled into the back seat with his bottle. The skirts of his silly dress stuck up horribly all around him. It had been hard to figure out how to sit down in the car with the silly skirt. Chad noticed that the edges of his ruffles even rose up higher than the bottom of the window next to him. Anybody who looked at the car would be able to see them easily… and they’d see him of course with his baby bottle.

	Mel’s cell phone buzzed while she was driving. She fished it out of her purse. “Hello?”

	“Hi Mel. It’s Cassie. I just wanted to let you know that they’re here and everybody has been told about what’s supposed to happen. Nobody here has any major objections. So bring it on!”

	“Thanks. I appreciate it. See you in a little while.” She closed her phone and dropped it back into her purse.

	“Cassie?” Sandy asked. Mel turned her head and nodded with a smile.

	Sandy was expecting to drive straight to the gym, but Mel surprised her by pulling into the parking lot of a large building before they got there. She heard another small whimper from Chad in the back seat as they pulled off of the road. Why was Mel stopping here?

	It wasn’t panic that hit Chad the moment Mel turned off the road into the parking lot of his company, he knew he was doomed. Instead, it was the total overwhelming sense of feeling sorry for himself. The closer to the building she drove, the more it hit him, till once again he was crying. He didn’t want this. He didn’t want to show everybody his true self. As Mel stopped her car right at the curb in front of the door where he usually entered… the door where everybody usually entered, his self pity seemed to double. He couldn’t stand it anymore. He knew they had just been through it back at her apartment, but he didn’t care. “Please, Mistress,” he wailed. “Please! Please, please don’t make me do this!”

	Sandy shook her head. He sounded so pitiful! How could Mel do this to him? She had to say something! “Mel…” But when Mel turned her head to look at her, the only thing she noticed was the look in Mel’s eyes. Mel looked like a leopard about to pounce on her prey! Sandy gulped back any further comments.

	Mel felt total elation. Chad was exactly to the point where she wanted him to be… when she wanted him to be there. She had driven extra slowly into the parking lot and around the building to give him time to get there. Now – it was make or break time!

	She turned around in her seat to look straight at him. He was bawling pitifully like a baby. Disgusting, but necessary. “You know this is the best for you! You know this is necessary!”

	“No, Mistress,” he wailed. “Please, please don’t make me do this!”

	“I told you why we’re doing this. I told you to get ready for it!”

	“No, no, Mistress. Please!” he sobbed. “I’ll do anything for you. Anything!”

	Mel stared at him and let him cry pitifully for a few moments, as if she was seriously considering his plea. Her acting had to be perfect. “Darn!” she finally exclaimed. “You’re putting up an awfully big fuss over this!”

	“Please,” he wailed. “Pretty please?”

	She shook her head. “I can’t believe you’re being such a baby about this! Raising such a fuss!”

	Chad looked at her almost hopefully. “Please,” he reiterated softly. “Anything but this. I’ll do anything!”

	“Ugh!” she exclaimed as she slapped the back of her seat. “I can’t believe I’m even considering this!” She looked straight at him. “Listen… if I agree and don’t take you in there… then you’re going to have to make up for it some other way!”

	Chad jumped at the possibility. “Anything! Anything!”

	Mel stared at him for a few moments as if she was considering something – it was all part of the act. “Geez! I can’t believe I’m caving in to a little twit like you! Okay, Sissy, here’s the deal. I’ve got a few other stops planned for you this morning besides here. Every place we go, you’re going to have to convince me of how happy you are about being a sissy and showing your sissy self off to everybody, or we come straight back here and I drag you all through that building. Got it?”

	It was a ray of sunshine. Hope ran through his entire body. “Anything, Mistress. Anything!”

	“Remember, you act like a deliriously happy sissy baby, or everybody in that building sees you! And you better be very convincing!”

	“Yes, Mistress. Anything! I’ll do anything!” Chad hardly even knew what he was agreeing to he was so relieved.

	“Okay… for now,” Mel said as she turned back around. “I still can’t believe I’m caving in like this!” She restarted her car and pulled away from the curb.

	“What place is this?” Sandy asked. Sissy had been so pitiful again that she was glad Mel wasn’t taking him in there, whatever the place was.

	“That’s where he works,” Mel explained.

	Sandy was a bit surprised. Had Mel really planned on taking him in there? Where he worked? Dressed like he was? Wow! Talk about embarrassing! No wonder Sissy was acting so afraid.

	The parking lot for the gym wasn’t very far away. When they pulled in, Mel noticed that it wasn’t overly full, but there were still more than a few cars there. She parked the car and turned around to face Sissy again. He still had his bottle to his mouth, drinking from it. Seeing his bottle reminded her of something else. She glanced at her watch. “Drink up, Sissy. You’ve only got less than half an hour to get that diaper leaking!” She saw Chad trying to suck harder on the bottle. He kept glancing out the window at the entrance to the gym. “We’re going in there and you’re going to find a way to apologize to the receptionist for your behavior, and then we’re going to find those other two women you were rude to last week and apologize to them too. And you better ensure them all that behavior like that will never happen again! Got that?”

	Chad looked at her wide-eyed, but he didn’t say anything back. He just kept sucking on this bottle as he tried to come to grips with what he was about to have to do. Actually, in his nervousness, the bottle was very comforting. He would have been sucking on it even if he didn’t have to.

	“I asked if you understand!” Mel repeated angrily.

	Chad removed the bottle from his mouth. Nodded nervously, and replied, “Yes, Mistress.”

	“Good!” Mel finally opened her door and got out of the car, grabbing his pink diaper bag just in case.

	Sandy opened Chad’s car door and reached in to unbuckle his seat belt for him. She had to search through mounds of ruffles to find it, but she managed. Chad set his bottle down on his seat next to him. It was time! But getting out of the car wasn’t easy. He paused for a moment, desperately trying to find the courage.

	“Do I take you to work right now?” Mel asked angrily.

	That got Chad moving. Anything was better than having to do this in front of everybody he knew. At least here everyone would be total strangers… well, mostly everyone. He started to get out of the car.

	“Pacifier!” Mel warned.

	Chad grabbed his pacifier on the long ribbon attached to his dress and popped it into his mouth. He heard Sandy giggle slightly. He moved a little further out of the car, soft ruffles in his way everywhere.

	“Remember – you’re going to have to convince me that you’re a deliriously happy sissy. And so far, you’re not even close!”

	Happy? Ugh! If there was one thing he wasn’t, it was happy! But he would be an awful lot less happy if she took him to work instead. That brightened his thoughts… a bit. He did his best to look happier and more excited. Suddenly, he was completely out of the car and Sandy was closing the door behind him. Mel clicked the remote and he heard the door lock. There was no turning back!

	Mel reached out her hand and took his left hand. Sandy took his right. Like a little child being led by two adults, they headed for the entrance.

	“You’re not acting excited enough!” Mel noted. “Happy sissy girls like to skip around all the time.”

	Skip? How could he skip if they were both holding his hands? But he tried to do a few skipping steps as they were walking. He felt so foolish!

	As Sandy let go of his hand and reached out to open the door for them, Mel warned him one more time. “Happy and excited, or our next stop is your office! And don’t forget to apologize!”

	Chad was unable to take his eyes off of the door that was opening in front of them. Through the open doorway, he could see the receptionist watching them from behind her counter. He noticed Cassie standing nearby.

	“Skip!” Mel’s voice commanded, and suddenly she let go of his hand.

	The sudden releasing of his hands acted like a force propelling him forward. Chad suddenly found himself skipping through the door and straight up to the receptionist. Oh God! Was he really doing this? Mel’s warning to take him straight to his office if he wasn’t convincing rang in his ears.

	The receptionist looked shocked. He dropped an elaborate curtsey to her, being careful to show some of his diaper under his dress. He felt like such a child! He quickly removed the pacifier from his mouth. “Hewwo,” he said in his best sissy voice.

	The receptionist’s shock gave way to a spit of laughter. She wanted to look at Cassie for confirmation at what she was seeing, but she couldn’t tear her eyes off of him.

	“I’m sorry I was so rude to you last week.” Sissy continued in his silly voice. “I promise it will never happen again.”

	The receptionist barely registered what he said, even though he wasn’t all that hard to understand despite the odd way he pronounced all his words. She was too shocked by the silly way he was dressed. And the pacifier! What a hoot!

	“Hello, Sissy,” Cassie finally said. She was all smiles at the sight of him too.

	Chad dropped another curtsey and said a polite hello to Cassie too. Was he acting happy enough? He hoped so. He had no idea what else he could do. As soon as he was done talking though, he grabbed his pacifier and popped it back into his mouth like Mel had made him practice yesterday. He hoped Mel would be pleased.

	“Would you like to come back and meet some of our customers?” Cassie asked with more than a bit of humor. She glanced quickly at Mel who seemed to be all smiles. Sandy was just watching wide eyed.

	Chad curtseyed again and removed his pacifier. “Oh please. That would be great!” Then the pacifier went straight back into his mouth again. He glanced over at Mel to try to get some idea of how he was doing.

	“Happier!” Mel mouthed silently.

	Happier? How? As if he were excited to go and meet Cassie’s customers, he suddenly started skipping in a big circle around the lobby of the gym. The receptionist broke down in peals of laughter.

	“This way, Sissy.” Cassie said as he came back around again. And then she started leading him into the heart of the gym.

	The place wasn’t packed, but there were quite a few women using the exercise machines here and there.

	“Remember, your office is next!” Mel warned softly.

	It was all the impetus Chad needed. He suddenly took off skipping right up to the first two women he saw on exercise bikes right next to each other. The two shocked women stopped their peddling instantly as he skipped up to them. He dropped his elaborate curtsey for them, and removed his pacifier. “Hi, my name is Sissy,” he told them in his silly new voice. “And I just love being a big sissy!” Then the pacifier went back into his mouth again and he was off, skipping up to the next group of customers.

	All sound in the gym ceased as everyone stopped to watch Chad acting like a total fool. Nobody could believe it, not even Mel, who had hoped for and planned for just something like this.

	Chad had just finished introducing himself to the third little group of women over by the treadmills, when Cassie called him. “Sissy, come over here.” Cassie still couldn’t believe what she was seeing as she watched Chad skipping happily back across the room to where she waited next to the women Chad had been so rude to the week before. What had gotten into him to make him behave quite so… enthusiastic?

	Chad was very surprised. Now that the ice had been broken and everyone had seen him behaving like he was, he was beginning to have fun with what he was doing. He knew everyone was shocked and laughing at him. But it was more like he was an actor… or a clown, who had been hired to entertain. And he had no doubt that he was being entertaining. He felt so strange.

	He skipped up to Cassie and noticed right away that she was standing next to the two women who had wanted him to curtsey for them last week. How could he entertain them? He dropped his required elaborate curtsey as soon as he stopped and pulled his pacifier out of his mouth with almost a grand gesture. “Hewwo,” he said once again. “My name is Sissy.” Then he curtseyed for the women once again. “I’m sorry I was so rude to you last week,” he continued in his silly sissy voice. “I promise it won’t ever happen again.”

	He could see the two women searching for words, trying to find something to say to him. But so far they were totally stymied. He needed something else special for these two since Mel was making him apologize special for them.

	Then one of the women spoke to the other. “You were right, I’m sure that was a diaper we saw under his dress.”

	It was all the idea Chad needed. Heck, this was all just a big show anyway… as long as Mel didn’t decide to really take him to work like this. He removed his pacifier from his mouth again. “Would you like to see my diaper?” he asked. Back into his mouth went his pacifier. Not waiting for an answer, he quickly lifted the front of his skirt along with as much of the ruffles underneath as he could manage, as he proudly displayed the soaked diaper he was wearing underneath.

	Shrieks of shock and laughter rang out all around him. In the heat of showmanship, Chad realized he had just scored big. Still holding his skirt up, he slowly turned around so everybody could see. He didn’t drop his skirt again till he got all the way back around. The two women were laughing hysterically, one of them was holding her stomach as if it hurt. Everyone around him was laughing hysterically. The crowd around him was growing as more and more as the customers gathered to get a closer look. He curtseyed for the people all around him.

	The performing and the way people were reacting to him, enjoying what he was doing, was exciting. More exciting than he ever imagined it would be. Almost like a drug. Without realizing it, he wanted more of it. He began skipping around in front of all the people. And the skipping reminded him of something else. He stopped and faced everyone again. He began singing in his silly sissy voice. “Mawy had a wittle wamb.” The reaction of the crowd was instantaneous, and so was the thrill he got back from them. As he continued through the short little song, his actions got bolder and more childlike. He was no longer concerned with Mel or what she thought, he was having fun entertaining the crowd.

	The song ended and he did another of his silly curtseys as everybody applauded. Was what he had done enough now? He looked at Mel to try to get some idea, but she was just standing there, watching him wide-eyed like everyone else… as if she was waiting for more. He couldn’t tell very much from her expression. At least she didn’t look angry… he didn’t think so anyway. Now what was he going to do? He started skipping around in another little circle looking for some kind of idea – some way to keep the people entertained.

	Mel was totally amazed as she watched Chad. He was acting silly – beyond her wildest dreams – almost as if he was truly enjoying himself. He was being more than just a silly sissy. He was doing something… else! And it really looked like he was loving it!

	Chad kept skipping around in his little circle again while everybody watched him. What could he do? He didn’t know… so he started singing his same little song again, while he kept skipping. He was halfway through it when his body started peeing. But he had peed so much in the last few days that it barely registered on his brain. But the strange little tickling feeling he got that started running down his leg registered. He was so shocked by it, that he stopped singing and skipping. He looked down to see a line of pee running down his leg – and he was still peeing. He turned toward Mel with a look of horror on his face and held out his leg to show her what was happening. This part wasn’t fun. All the people weren’t supposed to see him doing this! This was embarrassing – to say the least. He had been acting like such a child. But now everyone would see that it wasn’t all just an act!

	Mel was surprised to see Chad stopping like he did. She was more surprised when she saw the reason why. But he had already done enough – more than enough! “Okay, Sissy. I think you’ve done enough. Say goodbye to everybody and let’s get your diaper changed.”

	She had said it… right here in front of everybody. Change his diaper. He dropped one more curtsey for everybody, this time a bit more contritely. Everybody applauded. But he was no longer having fun. The pee running down his leg had ruined everything. They all saw proof of what a total baby he really was. He could no longer pretend it had all been just in fun. He felt devastated. They had all seen the proof!

	“I’ll change him,” Cassie offered. “Come on, this way, Sissy,” she said as she grabbed his pink diaper bag from Mel. “You know where we do it.”

	Chad’s heart fell a bit more. Cassie had just basically told everybody what they did together here at the gym every day. She was changing his diapers. Meekly, he followed her toward the office in the back.

	“What just happened?” Sandy asked Mel. “That was weird!”

	“Yeah, I know.” Mel shook her head. “I’m not sure what really happened. I wanted something… but this?”

	Sandy stared after Chad’s back as he disappeared into the back. She was reminded of something else she wanted to ask. “Where you stopped earlier, was that really where he works?”

	“Uh huh.”

	“And were you really planning on taking him in there? Dressed like that?”

	“Uh… Don’t tell him, but not really…. Although in the back of my mind, I am kind of considering it. I just needed to make sure he had a really good reason to behave like a total sissy when we got here. I think it worked.”

	Sandy shook her head. “No doubt about that!”

	 


Chapter 31 (Monday – week 5 Part 4 of 8)

	“Wow, that was something,” Cassie said as she closed the door behind them.

	Chad just shrugged. He had been on such a high in front of all the customers, but now he was feeling awfully low. “I had to,” he replied. “I had no choice.”

	“Yeah, I know,” Cassie agreed. In a way, she felt sorry for him, but there wasn’t much she could do about that – except perhaps to change his diaper for him now. Chad started to reach for the zipper in the back of his dress. “Don’t bother, Sweetie. Just hold your skirts up and I change you standing up.”

	That surprised Chad. She didn’t ever do it that way. But why not? It was only the one diaper. He started grabbing his skirt and ruffles and pulling them up out of the way. There were so many ruffles though that Cassie had to help him. She kept pulling at them and stuffing them into his hands and under his arms until she finally had a clear view of his soggy diaper. From there, it only took her a minute to replace it with a fresh one. The new diaper actually felt good to Chad, despite how much he loved to always feel them wet.

	A minute later, he and Cassie left the little office in the back together, this time Chad was carrying his pink diaper bag over his shoulder. Mel and Sandy were waiting nearby. “Pacifier!” Mel warned as soon as she saw him. Chad immediately grabbed it and stuck it back into his mouth. With Sandy taking one hand and Mel his other, they led him like a child back out to the car. He didn’t skip this time. He was done with that. He simply felt sorry for himself. Everybody had seen the proof of how much of a sissy baby he really was now. They had seen it! Everybody!

	“Do you still need me?” Sandy asked Mel as Chad was trying to get his dress under control so he could buckle the seat belt in the car.

	“No, I think I can handle it now.”

	“Then, if you don’t mind, I’ll stay here. I can get a ride with someone later.”

	“That’s fine. Thanks for your help,” Mel replied.

	Sandy giggled. “Oh, I wouldn’t have missed that for the world!”

	Mel closed the rear car door, leaving Chad buckled into the back seat of her car alone. She remained outside the car and pulled out her cell phone. She punched a few numbers. “Are you busy right now?” she asked in her most cheerful voice.

	“Mel!” Gloria’s voice came over the line. “Not at the moment. My next client probably won’t show up for another half an hour. What’s up?”

	“Just wanted to know if we could stop by for a minute?”

	“Sure, I guess so… But Mel, I still haven’t changed my mind!”

	“I know. I just want to show you something.”

	Mel got back into her car and turned to face Chad. He was already sucking on his baby bottle again and seemed to be staring mindlessly out of the window, not paying attention to anything. Lost in his own little world. “Sissy!”

	Chad’s head turned quickly toward her. Worry creased his brow. “Was I good enough, Mistress?” he asked hopefully.

	Mel smiled. “Yes, you were very good.” Something in the back of Mel’s mind bothered her about that statement. She had originally wanted to punish him, and punish him good. But she wasn’t at all sure if he got the punishment, or even humiliation, that she thought he deserved. Yet he seemed very contrite and bothered right now. She put all thoughts of that out of her head for later. It was time to move on. She still needed him to be the super sissy again.

	“So you’re not going to take me to work like this?”

	She stared at him for a moment. “I am still considering it. Like it or not!”

	“But you said…”

	“I know! I know. And you were good in there. Very good in fact. So we’re going to make another stop instead. We’re going to go over and see Gloria for a few minutes. And Sissy, you’d better be awfully convincing to her again, or our next stop after that will be where you work!”

	Chad said nothing. His eyes just sort of glazed over again as he put his baby bottle back into his mouth. At least Mel wasn’t taking him to work like this… yet. She was just continuing to hold the threat over his head.

	The only other car in Gloria’s little parking lot when they arrived belonged to Gloria. Mel parked her car and turned around to Chad. “Don’t forget,” she said, the tone of her voice sounding more like a stern warning than anything else. “You’d better be convincing again. I want to see that same deliriously happy sissy you were at the gym.”

	Chad removed the bottle from his mouth. He was about to ask why, but the quick no-nonsense look she gave him before he could open his mouth silenced any questions he might have had. “Yes, Mistress,” he answered in his stupid little sissy voice. He would have to do it all again. But at least this time there wouldn’t be lots of people around. In fact, hopefully, it would be just Gloria and nobody else. Taking a big breath for courage, he began digging through the mounds of ruffles to unbuckle his seatbelt.

	The road Gloria’s small office was on was a busier one than the road the Gym was located on. Chad delayed getting out of the car as long as possible, but when Mel opened his car door for him, he knew he had no choice. Once again he was about to show the world what a total fool he was. He was still sitting in the car, but she was watching him, her look somehow disapproving. He grabbed his pacifier and stuck it back into his mouth. He could delay no longer.

	In a mound of ruffles, he got out of the car. In the brighter sunlight, he felt like a big neon sign drawing everybody’s attention. Look at me! Look at me! How could they not look at him? How could they not see him? A car horn honked then another. He heard Mel’s car locking as she pressed the button on her remote. Trapped outside again! He glanced at all the traffic going by. He could see drivers turning their heads to stare at him. He wanted to get out of there… get away… before he caused an accident. “Mistress,” he started to say, worriedly.

	But Mel already had everything planned. “Go on inside,” she told him. “I’ll be right behind you.”

	Chad didn’t know if he was supposed to run or skip or what, so he started walking quickly for the door.

	“Skip!” Mel’s voice lashed out behind him. “Like a happy little sissy!”

	Chad began skipping to Gloria’s door. Fortunately it wasn’t very far. Another car horn honked at him. He opened the door. Mel would be right behind him. He had to be convincing! He did his best to smile again as he went inside.

	Gloria was sitting at her desk in her private inner office. The door to her waiting room was opened wide so she could see if anybody came in. She was expecting Mel, but what she wasn’t expecting was to see a mound of pink and white ruffles forcing its way through her doorway… along with someone in the silliest sissy dress she could imagine. She watched in amazement as it got completely through her door. She tried to take the entire figure in, but it was impossible. She was speechless. And then the figure saw her and started skipping towards her inner office.

	She didn’t know whether to be afraid or to laugh as the strange apparition approached. And then it stopped, right in front of her desk… and curtseyed – elaborately and strangely. She caught a glimpse of what looked like a diaper underneath the mounds of ruffles. She was finally able to bring her amazed stare up to look at the face clearly. Chad! She had sort of guessed the moment he had come in, but the shock of seeing the silly dress along with his childish behavior had kept her eyes locked on the rest of him and his antics. She was about to say hello to him, but he opened his mouth first.

	“Hewwo, Gwowia,” Chad said in the silliest voice she had ever heard.

	She had tried to control it, but this time the laughter burst out of her. When she could see straight again, she noticed a figure standing in the doorway behind him. Mel. But she couldn’t tear her eyes off of Chad long enough to even acknowledge her.

	“Would you like to hear me sing ‘Mary Had a Little Lamb’? Chad asked in his silly childish voice.

	Gloria would have said no, but he was suddenly off and singing it, right in front of her. She couldn’t help it. Despite trying desperately not to laugh, she just couldn’t help it. He was too much. Too funny! His silly pronunciation of the words had her in stitches by the time he was finished. Her stomach ached. His silly curtsey at the end barely even registered after the rest of it.

	“Well? What do you think?” Mel asked from the doorway behind him.

	“He’s too much,” Gloria replied, still trying to control her laughter. “When you said you wanted to show me something, I never expected… this!” She was wracked by another bout of laughter as the sight of him reminded her again of the silly nursery rhyme he had just finished. And the dumb guy was just standing there with the stupidest grin on his face behind that pacifier. Hysterical!

	“Well?” Mel asked again.

	“Well what?”

	“What do you think about… you know… what I want?”

	“No,” Gloria replied, still laughing a bit, but now more serious. “I’m not buying… this,” she said, waving her arm at Chad. “And I’m not changing my mind.”

	Mel was a bit disappointed, but she had pretty much expected her reaction. Still, she had been hopeful… very hopeful. “How about lunch today?” she asked. “And that – I’m buying!”

	Gloria rolled her eyes. “Okay, I’ll do lunch with you. But like I said, I’m not changing my mind! Now get out of here, both of you! Before my clients get here!”

	Mel smiled. She still had lunch to convince Gloria, just as she had planned. And she had her arguments all lined up. “Come on, Sissy. Let’s get out of here.”

	With one last curtsey, from Chad, Gloria watched as the two walked out of her office and out through the door. No, she wasn’t buying it one bit. She realized that Mel was probably pulling all the stops out here, trying to convince her to hypnotize him again and reset the suggestions to make him incontinent. On someone else, her ploy might have worked, but she recognized it for what it was. A desperate ploy. She was amazed that Chad even agreed to go along with it. And he certainly had been funny! But she still wasn’t going to do it. She still felt like what she had already done was wrong – totally wrong! She still felt guilty about it.

	If only Mel would let her talk to him alone… hypnotize him alone. Then she could find out for sure – and maybe… maybe… she wouldn’t feel guilty anymore. Maybe.

	Mel pulled out her cell phone while she was driving and dialed another number. “Is the coast clear?” she asked. “Good. See you in a few minutes.” She put her phone away again.

	Chad heard her from the backseat. He could see that they weren’t heading for the building where he worked. He had been carefully watching for that. It was also clear that they weren’t heading home. And now it sounded like she still wasn’t done with him… still wasn’t done running him through her humiliation wringer… still wasn’t done trying to ruin his entire life. When this bet was over, he was going to have to move away from here for sure!

	So where were they heading? He found out a few minutes later when Mel pulled into the parking lot of her own office. Whew! Chad breathed a sigh of relief. It looked like she was finally done destroying his life. At least for now. Of course he was still dressed in his sissy dress… and he did still have to worry about making his current diaper leak in a few hours… not to mention a host of other things he had to worry about. But he had been to her office many times now. He would be relatively safe there. Hopefully.

	Chad started fighting past his ruffles to unbuckle his seatbelt while Mel was still pulling into her personal parking place. When she had stopped and turned her engine off, she turned around to him. “Okay, Sissy. You’ve been great so far, so don’t screw things up now. I’d still like to take you to work and show you off like that. And I still think it’s the right thing to do. But I won’t if you keep behaving like I want you too. At least I won’t do it for now anyway.

	For now? Chad was momentarily afraid because it sounded like she still intended to do it. But at least it wouldn’t be right away if she did. Maybe he could find another way out before then.

	“When you go in there,” Mel continued, “I think Andrea deserves to see your little show too. So just do it like you did for Gloria and I’ll be very happy. Got that?”

	He’d have to do it yet again? This time for Andria? Why not? Besides, she had already seen him doing it at Mel’s apartment last night after dinner.

	“Yes, Mistress,” he replied, really not caring anymore. “I’ll be glad to.”

	When Chad got out of the car, he didn’t even wait for Mel. He skipped his way directly to Mel’s office door and went inside. He was amazed at how quickly the skipping got him out of the outside public exposure – fortunately.

	Andrea looked up from her desk at the sound of the door opening. She was hoping it was Mel and Chad and not one of Mel’s clients. She had moved all of Mel’s early appointments to later in the day, but not the one coming up next. That one she had figured would be okay as it was. But still, the client would be due in soon, and if he got here before Mel and Chad did…

	She was delighted to see the ridiculous pink and white ruffles of Sissy’s dress peeking through the door first, followed by Sissy himself. Pacifier in mouth, he came in and quickly stood right in front of her desk. She glanced back to the door, but still didn’t see Mel. Where was she? She watched delightedly as Sissy dropped his funny curtsey to her, and she had to giggle despite herself when she heard his silly sissy voice saying, “Hewwo, Andwea.”

	“Hi Sissy,” she replied. “Did you have… an interesting morning?”

	“Oh yes!” Chad replied as if he was very happy about what had gone on. “Would you like to hear me sing ‘Mary Had a Little Lamb?’”

	Andrea sat back in her chair. Where was Mel? “Sure Sissy. Go ahead.” She had heard and seen it all last night, but it still brought a smile to her face to see him doing it right in front of her again. Her own private little show. Halfway through, Mel finally got through the door. Her arms were loaded with bags. She stood at the doorway watching.

	Chad finished up and did his sissy curtsey again while Andrea clapped delightedly. “Wonderful, Sissy. Thank you. That was fun.”

	Mel finally walked up. “He was even better earlier,” she told Andrea. “I’ll tell you about it later.”

	“Speaking of later… You better get him out of here soon. Mr. Bieber is due in a little while. And if he’s early…”

	“Yeah. You’re right. Come on, Sissy. Let’s get you situated in the spare office again.”

	Chad was more than glad to follow her back to the richly appointed office where she usually had him go. Especially since he would be well hidden from any of her clients there.

	“Get that dress off, Sissy,” Mel instructed as soon as they got into the office. “You’ll be spending most of the rest of the day right here. At least until I have time to take you out later. And don’t wrinkle that dress! Make sure it stays neat!”

	Chad was instantly concerned because it sounded like she had more plans to take him out wearing the dress again later. He hoped not! But knowing Mel… He certainly wasn’t looking forward to it – whatever it was that she had planned.

	Mel set her armload of bags down on the desk with an audible sigh of relief. She started hunting though them. From one of the bags, she pulled out another full baby bottle and set it on the desk. From another one, she pulled out the top to his baby-doll nightie. “Here,” she said as she set the nightie top on the desk. “Put this on after you get that dress off.”

	Chad finally got the zipper down on his dress and let it fall off of his shoulders onto the floor. He picked it up and laid it over one of the beautiful leather chairs in the room where it would be out of the way. He felt strangely naked without it, standing there in just a single diaper and his shoes and socks. He felt better as soon as he had slipped the baby-doll nightie top on again. He was also happy to have his breast forms covered up, even though it was just himself and Mel in the room.

	“Ugh!” Mel grunted as she finished looking into another of the bags she had set on the desk. “Must be in the other bag. Oh well.” She turned back toward him. “Just… stay here and try to stay out of trouble,” she told him. “I’ll bring you something to occupy yourself with later. In the meantime…” she glanced at her watch, “you’ve only got about an hour and a half to get that diaper leaking, so get busy. I’ll be back as soon as I get a chance.” She headed toward the door, then stopped and turned around again. She walked back to the desk and pointed to the phone there. “If you need anything, or if your diaper starts to leak, just push that first button to call Andrea. She’ll call me as soon as I’m free. Got it?”

	Chad curtseyed. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied in his silly voice.

	She smiled. She really did love seeing him do that! “Okay, I got to get to work. I’ll be back.”

	Chad stared after her as she quickly left the room. With her gone, the room suddenly felt empty and quiet. After the morning he had just had, the quiet solitude felt very peaceful. He looked around the office. Now what was he supposed to do with himself? She had said she would bring him something later to keep busy with, but what? In the meantime, he had nothing to do at all. Spotting the baby bottle on the desk, he picked it up. He still had an hour and a half to go. Plenty of time. But in this game, wasting even a minute could have very painful consequences. He put the bottle to his lips and started drinking as he headed for the soft leather couch to lay down.

	Mel glanced at her watch. She had been working hard since she got here. She briefly wondered how Chad was doing in the other office. She had meant to bring him some things to occupy himself with earlier, but she hadn’t found the time. She felt a tiny bit guilty about that, but then thinking about what it was that she had planned for him, she didn’t feel too guilty. But it was getting on toward lunchtime now. It was time to go meet Gloria. Still, she did have to check in on Chad.

	She got up from her desk and went into the other office. Chad was laying on the couch drinking another baby bottle. He sat up straight as soon as she walked in. “Are you leaking yet?” she asked.

	Chad glanced down at his diaper. “Not yet, Mistress,” he replied in his high-pitched sissy voice. The voice surprised Mel a bit, even though she had told him she didn’t want to hear anything else. She glanced at her watch. “You’ve still got a while to go. I’m going to lunch right now. I’ll get you your lunch later. Andrea will be here if you need anything.” She thought for a moment. “I expect to see you leaking by the time I get back!”

	Chad watched her hurry out. It had been a particularly strange morning. First it had been overly nerve wracking when she had tried to take him to work to show off how much of a sissy he was, then to the gym and Gloria’s, and then finally back here. But since they got here, he had been nothing but bored. It had been relaxing – but boring! His only excitement had come when he wet himself each time. His diaper was getting fairly soaked, but it wasn’t quite ready to leak yet… he didn’t think anyway.

	With nothing better to do, he laid back on the couch again with his latest baby bottle. He was startled a few minutes later when Mel burst back into the room. “Here!” she said rather breathlessly, “you can play with these till I get back.” She dropped a rather large plastic bag on the floor, then she hurried out again.

	Curious, Chad got up and opened the bag. Baby toys! He recognized them. They were the ones that Sandy gave him every time she “babysat” him. Yuck! He dropped the bag back onto the floor without opening it. If that was what she had planned for him to occupy his time, then she shouldn’t have bothered! He laid back on the couch and put his bottle back to his lips.

	 


Chapter 31 (Monday – week 5 Part 5 of 8)

	Mel spotted Gloria in the restaurant, already at one of the tables. She hurried over and sat down. “Well,” she asked immediately, “how did you enjoy my little surprise this morning?”

	Gloria laughed at remembering it. “Oh God! I never dreamed! I know you were doing it all for me, but how in the world did you ever get him agree to do it?”

	“Actually, I didn’t do it all just for you… although you were certainly high on my list.”

	“What do you mean?”

	“Well… Let’s just say he’s been rather rude lately to some people that he shouldn’t have. This was a bit of punishment for him. Before we visited you, I took him to the gym where he put on a show and a half – believe me, you should have seen it!”

	“I can imagine! So this wasn’t all just a ploy to convince me to hypnotize him again?”

	Mel looked a bit embarrassed. “Well, not really. Although like I said, you were one of my primary considerations.”

	Gloria shook her head. “Well, it was quite a show anyway. I’ll probably be laughing about it for days!” She looked more seriously. “But I’m not changing my mind. I’m not going to hypnotize him into wanting to be incontinent.”

	“Even though you saw how much of a sissy baby he is today? First hand?”

	Gloria shook her head again. “Like I said, I’m not buying it.”

	“But you saw for yourself how much he wants it.”

	“No, I saw someone who was acting like a fool!”

	“But he does want it!”

	“Will you let me hypnotize him – alone – without you – to let me find out for sure?”

	That was the one thing that Mel didn’t want. “No. Not without me there.”

	“Then no dice! I’m not going to do it. Besides, this bet is between you and him. I’m not supposed to figure into it at all.”

	“There are no rules that say I can’t use any means I want to make him incontinent. And I intend to use anything and everything I can!”

	“Why? Just so you can win?”

	“Of course!”

	“And what happens if he wins instead?”

	The question made Mel shudder involuntarily. “He can’t win. I won’t allow it!”

	“You may have no choice. If he wins, then you lose.”

	“No, I’m not going to lose!”

	“But if he wins?”

	“No! That’s why I need your help… to make sure I win!”

	Gloria sat back in her seat. “Aren’t you obsessing about this thing a bit?”

	“No! Well… maybe. But that’s all the more reason for you to help me!”

	“No it’s not! I feel bad enough about what I’ve already done. I shouldn’t have done it.”

	“Yes you should!”

	“Will you let me have him to find out?”

	“No.”

	“Then I shouldn’t have done it… and I’m not going to help you anymore.”

	Mel sat back in her seat frustrated. The two women just looked at each other for a few moments.

	Gloria broke the silence first. “Mel, if I remember correctly, if he loses, this bet is only for a year anyway. What are you going to do when that time is up?”

	Mel shook her head. “Don’t worry. I’ll think of something. By that time I plan to have him so wrapped around my little finger that he’ll never think of quitting. I’m not going to lose him!”

	“You may have no choice.”

	“I won’t lose him!”

	“Why?”

	Mel stared at her again for a few moments. “I don’t know. I just know I don’t want to lose him.”

	Gloria leaned forward. “Mel… Do you love him?”

	Mel was clearly startled by the question. “Oh God no! Perish the thought! Don’t even think it! You know he’s all wrong for me! What would I do if I had to go to some swanky affair and bring my husband?” She laughed a bit. “I’d have to worry about his dress being nicer than mine!” She laughed again, but it was clearly a contrived laugh.

	Gloria sat back again. She had no doubt that there were more reasons behind Mel’s obsession with him than what Mel herself even knew. She tried another argument. “Mel. Why are you so set on keeping him? Is it the baby thing? Does it turn you on?”

	Again, Mel was startled by the question, only not as much as the last question. She had to consider her answer carefully. Finally she shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe. A little anyway,” she admitted. “But is that something so bad?”

	“No,” Gloria answered. “But it’s hard to understand. I mean… look, you’re a grown woman. Most women your age have already had a baby… a real baby. I mean, it’s not like he’s a real baby that you can hold in your arms and love. A baby you can feed a bottle to and nurture. He’s a grown man for heaven’s sake!”

	Gloria’s questions bothered Mel – a lot! She didn’t know why she liked Chad so much. She didn’t care! She just knew she had to win this bet and that she didn’t want to lose him. That’s all there was to it. None of these other things that Gloria was talking about mattered at all. She had come to present her arguments to Gloria… to get Gloria to agree to help her again. But instead, Gloria was pounding her with her own questions. Uncomfortable questions. Questions she wasn’t willing to think about.

	She suddenly didn’t want to hear anymore of Gloria’s questions. She quickly got up from her seat. “I’m sorry,” she apologized. “I just remembered something. I’ve got to go.” She didn’t even wait for a reply from Gloria before she left, hurrying quickly out the way she had come.

	Andrea had been working steadily all morning and was glad not to have any interruptions from Chad in the spare office. Mel was gone to lunch now and all was quiet – the perfect time to get a lot of work done. She was very startled when her phone buzzed, signaling an inner office call instead of one from the outside. She grabbed the phone and almost said, “Yes, Mel,” but she caught herself just in time. The light on the phone signaled that the call was from the spare office where Chad was. “Yes?” she asked, tentatively.

	“Um…” Chad said into the phone, trying to find the words. He really didn’t want to talk to Andrea about this.

	“What is it?” Andrea asked. “Do you need Mel?”

	“Yes, please.”

	“She’s out to lunch. Can I help you?”

	“Um…” He really didn’t want to tell her his problem, but he wasn’t really sure about what he should do. “Um… I’m leaking,” he finally said.

	“Leaking?” Andrea asked, not fully understanding.

	“Yes.”

	“Uh… Okay,” she replied uncertainly. Leaking? And then she finally realized exactly what he was talking about. She would have giggled if she didn’t feel so uncomfortable about not knowing what to do. “Um… Do you need me to do something about that, or can you wait for Mel?”

	Chad thought about it. He really only needed Mel to know that he had made his diaper leak before the deadline in case she didn’t get back in time. But he guessed it wasn’t a major emergency. Still, his diaper was leaking and it would be much better to change it. But did he really want Andrea to do it? Not really.

	“Uh… I’m not sure,” he finally replied.

	Andrea figured that she could change his diaper for him, but she also knew without a doubt that she would rather not. It was fun seeing him all babied up, but to actually have to take care of changing him… well, that was another matter. She might be Mel’s assistant, but this wasn’t exactly part of her job description. “Look, is there any way you can possibly hold on till Mel get’s here?”

	“Uh… Sure. No problem.” Chad replied.

	“Okay. I’ll tell her as soon as she gets back then. Okay?”

	“Yeah, thanks.”

	Andrea hung up the phone. He was leaking, but that wasn’t supposed to be something she was supposed to have to take care of… as far as she knew anyway. Besides, couldn’t he change himself?

	Chad hung up the phone. Mel was still gone to lunch. Now what was he supposed to do? He briefly considered changing his own diaper, but the way Mel had been acting about that lately he was too afraid. He would have laid back down on the couch, except he was worried now that his leaking diaper might damage it. And then there was the nice carpet under his feet. So far, only a drop or two had gotten on that. But if he had to wait much longer then there would be bigger problems for sure.

	In desperation, he grabbed one of the disposable diapers out of his diaper bag and opened it up wide. He placed it on the floor and stood on it. That should protect the carpet in case he peed again, which he knew was inevitable. He had been peeing so much for the last few days that he barely even knew he was going to do it anymore – if he knew at all. And if he didn’t keep peeing, then he got beat instead. And he had already seen Mel loading her yardstick into her car. No, he would just stand on the diaper and hope that she got back as soon as possible.

	Gloria’s questions kept ringing in Mel’s ears. She tried to block them out, but they kept coming back. Gloria was all wrong! This was all about the bet… and nothing else! So what if she got a big kick out of Chad’s baby side. Besides, Gloria hadn’t yet seen his servant side… the side that could cook so wonderfully and that took such good care of her apartment for her. Her ultimate fantasy. Gloria had no idea at all what she was talking about!

	She glanced at her watch. She needed to get back to work soon, even though she hadn’t had a single bite to eat yet. She looked again at the book in her hands. Yes, this one would be perfect for him. She walked a few steps further down the aisle and quickly grabbed one of the boxes from the shelf to go with the book. Now to hurry back.

	Drip… Drip… Chad carefully stood over the spread-out diaper on the floor and watched as his soggy, leaking diaper slowly dripped down onto it. Where was Mel? How much longer was she going to take? He prayed it wouldn’t be much longer!

	The building was fairly quiet, so he was able to hear when someone came in through the front door. He thought he heard voices, but he couldn’t make anything out. Was it Mel? Suddenly, someone opened the office door. He was relieved to see Mel walk in. She was carrying a plastic bag from a store in her hand.

	Mel stopped dead in the doorway and took in the room. Chad was standing right in the middle of it… on top of a stretched-out diaper. The bag of baby toys she had delivered earlier was still sitting unopened on the floor. She wasn’t happy to see that, but she ignored it for now. Chad’s predicament was more urgent. She hadn’t thought about him dripping all over everything earlier. She should have thought about it. Luckily, Chad had used his head. He didn’t curtsey when she came in, but that was probably just as well. “Good thinking!” she said as she stood in the doorway.

	Chad was glad she approved, but he would be more glad if she would close the door behind her. He would be even more glad if she would just get moving and change his diaper! “Thank you, Mistress,” he replied, carefully using his sissy voice.

	“Just stay right there,” Mel said as she finally closed the door behind her and headed over to grab his diaper bag. Chad hadn’t planned on going anywhere. He was just glad that she was moving to help.

	She removed his soggy diaper while he was still standing up, then she had him lay down on top of a fresh diaper. Since it was lunchtime, she took the time to shove another suppository up inside of him – according to her schedule for them. Then she finished diapering him in the single diaper. Chad felt relieved to be in a dry diaper again, especially since it didn’t drip!

	“Okay, Sissy. This time you’ve only got two hours instead of two and a half.” Chad wanted to protest or even ask why since he had been trying hard to be really good today, but she beat him to it. “I know I said two and a half earlier, but you’ve got nothing much better to do today so you might as well concentrate on something.”

	Chad felt frustrated and angry. Okay, the extra half hour wasn’t really all that long, but still… He reluctantly curtseyed and said a soft, “Yes, Mistress,” to show that he understood. Two hours! Ugh!

	Instead of leaving, Mel walked over to the desk and started hunting through the bags on it. From one of them, she started pulling out jar after jar of baby food. Finally, she pulled out one of his tiny baby spoons and a bib. The bib she tied around his neck. She set all the baby food in the middle of the floor. “I’ll let you eat your lunch by yourself,” she told him. “I have to get back to work. When you’re done, I expect to see you playing with those toys and not just laying around.”

	Chad nearly groaned out loud. Play with the toys? Talk about stupid!

	“Oh! I nearly forgot,” she continued as she went back over to the desk and picked up the bag she had just brought in. She pulled a coloring book and a box of crayons out of it. She handed them to Chad. “Here, I expect to see you working on this book too.”

	Chad took the book and the crayons and just stared at them for a moment. A Disney Princess coloring book. Oh joy! Not having much choice in the matter, he dropped yet another curtsey. “Thank you, Mistress,” he said yet again… although he didn’t much mean it. With hardly a glance backwards, Mel left the room.

	Chad dropped the book and the crayons on the floor. At least the coloring book would be more interesting than the rest of the baby toys she had left him to occupy himself with. Having no other options for lunch, he sat down on the floor and began opening jars of baby food. Yuck!

	Gloria followed her latest client back into the little studio where she usually worked with them one-on-one. She watched as he took off his shoes and laid down on the couch, preparing himself for a blissful relaxation session. But she herself felt anything but relaxed. It was a good thing that it didn’t matter. All that mattered was that she could help her client to relieve his own stress. She didn’t know what she was going to do about hers.

	She had been lucky at lunch… sort of. She hadn’t wanted to argue with Mel, but it had happened – again. She had been lucky because she had managed to spout off enough of her own questions and thoughts that Mel had never had a chance to really argue back. She was glad. She had meant everything she had said. She hadn’t really meant to hurt Mel’s feelings so much, but they were all things that she had wanted to say. And as a friend, if Mel could still think of her as that, she felt she had to say them. But still… she felt bad. Very bad.

	If only Mel would let her have him alone for a little while. Just half an hour would be enough. Then she could put her own ghosts to rest – and maybe some of Mel’s too.

	 


Chapter 31 (Monday – week 5 Part 6 of 8)

	Andrea walked into Mel’s office with her arms full. “Mail’s in,” she said as she walked over to Mel’s desk and set the armload of packages and envelopes on it. I didn’t open the boxes because you said you were expecting some personal stuff. So I’m guessing these may be them?

	Mel grabbed one of the packages and checked the return address, then she did the same with the second one. “I think so,” she said. “I’ll let you know if they aren’t.” She glanced back and forth between the two boxes. “This is it? I was expecting one more.”

	“That’s all for today,” Andrea replied. “Unless they sent it some other way besides the mail.”

	Mel nodded. “I wasn’t in that much of a hurry for the stuff, so I didn’t pay anything extra for shipping.”

	Andrea stood there and stared at the two plainly wrapped packages for a moment. “Um… Are these for… you know who in there?”

	Mel hated not telling her, but with the kind of items they held, it was probably better if Andrea didn’t know. “These are… personal this time,” she replied, letting Andrea know that she wasn’t about to tell her.

	Andrea nodded as if satisfied and left, closing the door again behind her.

	Mel stared at her closed office door for a few moments, as if making sure that Andrea wasn’t going to be coming back anytime soon. Then she dug her scissors out of a drawer and attacked the first package. With the plain outer wrapping barely pulled back enough so she could see, she stared at the cover of the inner box. The clear plastic packaging showed her four colorful phallic-shaped objects inside, each with a slightly different shape and a different color. She felt strange and a bit dirty just looking at them, yet something deep inside felt excited and curious about them too. She quickly pulled the wrapping back around the box and set it aside.

	She picked up the second package and opened that one too. This one she had to pull the wrapping completely off of to see what was in the box inside. She pulled the box out and finally opened it. Black leather straps connected to a large plastic piece. And nestled down in the corner of the box was a long object wrapped in plastic. She hesitated to touch it before she realized she was being silly. She pulled it out of the box and pulled the object out of the plastic it had been packaged in. She was holding a black… and to her knowledge, very large and lifelike replica of a man’s penis in her hands. Well, one side of it anyway. She stared at the thing totally fascinated. She glanced back at the leather straps in the box again. Hopefully, the thing would mount fairly easily to that plastic piece attached to the straps. It was the strap-on!

	She could sort of understand caving in to Cassie’s suggestion to buy the package of assorted dildos. But this? It was hard to believe she had actually gone ahead and bought the thing. Quickly she put it all away and stowed everything in her bag where nobody would see them. She sat back and tried to get back to work again, but her thoughts centered instead around the strap-on device. What would it feel like to have something like that sticking out from her nether regions? It was double sided so supposedly she could get some pleasure too. Would she get any pleasure from it? And what about Chad… Sissy. How would he feel about her… “raping” his backside with the thing? It looked pretty darn big. Could she even get it in him? And just how should she go about doing it?

	With an extra effort, she forced all those questions from her mind – temporarily. For the rest of the afternoon, they kept creeping back in to haunt her – right alongside the haunting questions from Gloria that she was convinced didn’t bothered her so much.

	Chad laid on the floor and colored in the coloring book. Surprisingly, he was enjoying himself. Between drinking from his bottle, and wetting his diaper, and coloring in his coloring book, it was kind of fun to feel like a child again. The play was easy. He didn’t have to worry about work problems. He didn’t have to worry about anything except continuing to wet his diaper… which was pretty much taking care of itself now.

	He had scattered the other baby toys around the room a little bit as if he had played with them in case Mel came in and asked about them. But in truth, he had totally ignored them. The challenge was the coloring. What color should the princess’s dress be? What color should he make the trim? What color for her hair? What makeup should she be wearing? He supposed they were all questions that little girls thought about when they colored in books like this, and now he was continually asking those same questions too. Yeah, it was kind of fun.

	He felt himself peeing yet again. Since he had been laying on his stomach for quite a while now, most of the pee in his diaper had gravitated to the front, underneath him. If he wasn’t careful, he would leak all over the rug – and maybe not even notice it. What could he do? Another disposable diaper came to mind. He could lay it out flat and then lay on top of it. Situation taken care of!

	He got to his feet and went back to his diaper bag and pulled one out. He stretched it open wide and was about to lay it down on the floor when he suddenly felt the darn suppositories in his system kicking in. He supposed he shouldn’t have stood up! With absolutely no control, the foul mush slid quickly out of his backside and into his diaper. Yuck! Yuck! Yuck! With only one diaper and no plastic panties or even the girdle for extra cover, the smell hit him fairly quickly. But one quick thought did brighten his mood. At least he was here in Mel’s office and could get changed soon. He wouldn’t have to sit around with the mess glued to him all afternoon like he usually had to do.

	He picked up the phone on the desk to call Andrea.

	Mel’s inner office phone rang. She picked it up.

	“Um… you’ve got a problem to take care of,” Andrea’s voice said over the line.

	“A problem?”

	“In the other office… And it’s a smelly one!”

	“Oh!” Mel exclaimed as she finally realized what Andrea was hinting at. “Thanks. I’ll take care of it right away.” Mel wasn’t exactly fond of having to handle this little chore. But it was a small price to pay for all the advantages she got. She wasn’t used to having to change his smelly diapers during the afternoon, except perhaps on weekends. If it wasn’t for the fact that he was only wearing one diaper and nothing else, she might have let him go for a while more without bothering to change him. But unfortunately, keeping him in only the one diaper didn’t allow her that luxury. With a small sigh, she got up and headed for the spare office.

	Chad tried to stand somewhat still while he waited for Mel to come in to change him. Wearing only the one thin diaper, especially with no plastic panties on top, made him too nervous to move around very much. He didn’t want any of the mess from the back of his diaper to leak out and drip on the floor. And with only one diaper, he knew that gaps formed around his legs each time he moved, and leaking was a distinct possibility. After wearing multiple diapers, along with plastic panties and the very tight all-in-one girdles on top of that for so long, he felt very insecure in only the single thin diaper.

	He was very glad when the office door finally opened and Mel strode in. “Okay, Sissy,” she said, “Let’s get you taken care of.”

	He waited while Mel spread out a few of his disposable diapers on the floor to contain any mess, then he laid down on top of them. In short order, she had his messy diaper removed and any of the mess still sticking to his backside cleaned up with baby wipes.

	Mel was in the process of pulling the fresh diaper up between his legs, when her gaze lingered a bit longer on his chastity device. She had locked it onto him to deny him the ability to get hard, or even to receive any pleasure in that area. Now, looking at his tiny penis once again, she was struck by how small the little thing looked. Not really much there for him to get any pleasure with at all… if she allowed it that is. She poked the device with her finger a few times, but he acted as if he didn’t even know she had touched it. But then, that was mostly due to the plastic device, wasn’t it? She was reminded of how much he seemed to be reacting now to things being shoved in and out of his backside – almost like a woman reacting to her own vaginal sex… although as far as she knew, he certainly wasn’t orgasming from it. As far as she knew anyway. That thought of course led directly to the two packages she had just gotten. She had gotten them to use on him. How would he feel about them? How would all those twisted odd shapes feel going in and out of him. Would he like it? And especially the strange strap-on. How would he feel about that?

	Shoving those thoughts aside for the moment, she finished her task. Tonight! Tonight she would try to make some time to experiment with him a bit further – at least with some of her new toys. She wasn’t at all sure about that strap-on yet.

	She stood up and looked around the room. “It looks like you’ve been good and have been playing like you should.”

	Chad was still getting up from the floor. “Yes, Mistress,” Chad said again for about the thousandth time that day, although he really hadn’t played with any of the toys except the coloring book. In fact, he was now looking forward to getting back to it again.

	Mel saw the coloring book open on the floor, all the crayons scattered around it. She smiled. “I see you’re enjoying the coloring book too,” she said.

	This time Chad curtseyed. “Yes, Mistress. Thank you for getting it for me. I’m enjoying it a lot.”

	As he said it, Mel noticed a bit of a blush forming on his face. “I suggest you enjoy your childish fun while you can. Tonight you’ll be busy with more adult things.” She glanced at her watch to note the time. “Two hours, Sissy, till leaky diaper time. Don’t disappoint me.”

	Chad’s curtsey and answer were becoming so automatic that he barely registered that he had done it. He watched as she walked out again, leaving him alone with the childish toys. He wasn’t exactly sure what she had meant by being busy with more adult things. Cooking and cleaning were certainly adult things. But then so was the way she used him for her sexual gratification. He had a sneaky suspicion that she would probably be getting back around to that again tonight. He tried to feel something from his trapped penis inside his diaper. But as usual now, he felt nothing. It was just as well. Mel wouldn’t let him get any pleasure from it anyway.

	He plopped himself back down on the floor to figure out what color to do the next Princess’s hair. Maybe red this time.

	Mel checked the time. Not bad, still pretty early. Much earlier than she usually left the office. She called Andrea. “Anything else come in that can’t wait?” she asked.

	“Not yet,” Andrea replied.

	“Good! Then if anybody else calls or stops in… I’m not here!”

	Andrea giggled a bit. “I think I saw you leaving a few minutes ago.”

	“Yeah, you did.”

	Mel hung up the phone and went into the spare office where Chad was. He wasn’t playing with any of the toys, he wasn’t coloring in his book. He was just lying on his back on the floor and drinking another bottle. “What are you doing?” she asked.

	Chad held up the baby bottle in his hand. “Trying to get my diaper to leak,” he said in his silly sissy voice.

	Mel glanced at her watch. She had almost forgotten about that. “Well, you’ve only got about half an hour to go,” she reminded him.

	Chad climbed to his feet. As he did so, Mel saw that he was laying on yet another spare diaper. He was going through a lot of them today. This time he did curtsey. “Yes, Mistress, I know. I’m working on it.”

	“Good, but you better work faster because we’ve got other things to do today. We’re leaving now.”

	Leaving? Going where? Home hopefully. He was really hoping for home when he remembered that the only thing that he had to wear, other than the baby doll nightie top that he was already wearing, was his silly sissy dress. And right now, he thought he preferred the nightie top. Unfortunately, Mel spoiled that idea when she told him to put his dress back on. “Yes, Mistress,” he said as he dropped another curtsey. Then he decided to ask. “Are we going home now?” He was very hopeful.

	Mel looked at him, quite surprised. “Heavens no. I’m not done showing you off around town yet. And I still think you need to parade around at work to show all your friends just how much of a sissy baby you really are.” Chad’s knees felt like they wanted to buckle again. “Until you do that, then I really think you’re holding yourself back.”

	Chad would much rather hold back. He would much rather that nobody knew anything at all about his sissy side... Well, at least not much more than they already did. Since he was already dressing as a woman all the time at work it was too late to keep anybody from knowing that much. “Please no, Mistress. I promise I’ve been good! Please don’t take me to work like this.”

	Mel shook her head. “I said I wouldn’t as long as you keep doing everything I tell you to. And I do admit that you have been pretty good today. But to be honest, I’m still undecided about the whole issue. So if you stay real good, then we’ll just go other places instead.”

	Chad felt relief right down to his toes. She wasn’t going to take him to work dressed like the silly sissy that he was… hopefully. But then the rest of what she had said sunk in. Other places? So where were they going? He was suddenly very fearful.

	As she drove, Mel thought again about what it was that she was doing and what she had already made him do earlier that morning. Her primary purpose had been to punish him for the way he had been acting. Yet she didn’t feel in the least like she had accomplished that. He had been fighting back – working hard to not only maintain his control, but to actually increase it too. And in the process, he had started to find and assert his darn male macho pushiness – despite his being a sissy. His rudeness at the gym had been plenty evidence of that. Not just once, but on multiple occasions. That male assertiveness was probably responsible for how hard he had been working at increasing his control. And him increasing his control spelled trouble for her as far as winning this bet.

	She had to punish him. She had to get rid of that darn male stubbornness that kept him trying so hard to win. She didn’t have a clue how to really do that, but she was hoping that by punishing him this way, making him see how much of a man he wasn’t, that it would at least put a big dent in that armor of his. So she had come up with this scheme of showing him off in public like this.

	She had thought that the gym would be enough. And he really did behave exactly like she had wanted him to… and then some! But it was that “and then some” part that had her bothered. Somehow, she didn’t feel like he had really been punished very much at all. She didn’t feel like she had accomplished what she needed to do. So now she was desperate to try something else… something that would rip that stupid male pride right out of him.

	She didn’t really like this idea that she was about to try, but she couldn’t think of any other options. She had to get him back on the straight and narrow again, and he had to see just how serious she really was. She had tried this morning, and hopefully she had at least succeeded somewhat. Her having to work most of the day had kind of ruined things a bit since she couldn’t reinforce any of the lessons she wanted him to learn. This time, she would have to be more direct.

	There! Her destination was in sight. This had been one of those off-the-wall ideas that she had discarded earlier as too risky. But now she felt differently about it. She just prayed that he wouldn’t get arrested… that ‘they’ wouldn’t get arrested!

	 


Chapter 31 (Monday – week 5 Part 7 of 8)

	Chad nearly died when he saw her turning into the mall parking lot. She didn’t really intend to take him in there, did she? Without realizing it, he started sucking on his baby bottle faster. The further into the parking lot they drove, the more panicked he felt. His baby bottle started sucking air. He discarded it and desperately grabbed his pacifier for comfort.

	Mel was still trying to figure out how she wanted to do this. A small idea hit her. With a wicked smile on her face that he couldn’t see, she drove straight up to one of the entrances at the very end of the mall. She stopped the car right at the curb and turned around to face him in the back seat. He looked totally panicked. Good! Before he could protest, she started speaking. “Yes you are going in there… and you’re going in there just like that!” She thought she heard a small whimper from him, but he didn’t say anything.

	“You’re going to show everybody exactly how much of a sissy you really are. And believe me, you better be convincing again or our next stop will be where you work.” She glanced at her watch. “And there’s still plenty of time to do the entire mall and get back to your company before they all leave for the day. And you know I won’t hesitate to take you there if I’m not happy.”

	He nodded. It was the only answer he could give. He was too scared to speak. He certainly wasn’t looking forward to this.

	Mel continued. “Maybe after we do a few more places like this today, you’ll think twice about being anything but respectful and submissive to anyone who talks to you… or asks you to do something. So I suggest you think about that carefully with every step you take in there. Got that?”

	This time, Chad did manage to get a small “Yes, Mistress,” out of his mouth.

	“Good! I don’t want you to ever get any ideas in that thick head of yours again that you’re anything but a sissy! You’ve been getting way too cocky lately, and I don’t like it! So remember, you’re a sissy! Sissies don’t argue – they do what they’re told! No questions!

	“Now I want you to get out and stand right outside that entrance and curtsey to everybody who goes in or comes out till I get back from parking the car.”

	Chad was horrified. Stand there? Alone? Why couldn’t he go with her to park the car? She couldn’t be serious about this! But she was just sitting there glaring at him menacingly.

	“Out! Now! And I expect to see you proving to everybody that you’re nothing but a big sissy!”

	Out? He still couldn’t believe it – she really wanted him to do this! Slowly, he unbuckled his seat belt amid the mass of ruffles that surrounded him. He glanced out the window before he opened the door. A few curious people had noticed him in the backseat of her car and stared as they walked by. What would they think when he got out of the car?

	“I’m waiting!” Mel’s voice threatened.

	Chad grabbed the door handle and opened it just a crack. Very slowly, he pushed it open wider… wider… then all the way. He slid around in his seat, letting his feet in their little girl shoes dangle down toward the ground. As he grabbed the door handle to help pull himself up, he saw two women just coming out of the mall, they stopped just past the doors and stared at him. He couldn’t blame them for staring. In a mass of ruffles, he got to his feet, outside of the car.

	“Close the door,” Mel instructed.

	Chad closed the car door with a clunk of finality. He was outside, exposed for everyone to see! He felt so embarrassed. He heard the front passenger-side window sliding down.

	“I want to see a happy sissy,” Mel said. “Happy!”

	Before Chad could react, the window was sliding back up again and Mel was driving off, leaving him standing there alone. He heard giggling behind him and he turned around. The two women had become several more, all scattered around the area in front of the entrance. Now what was he supposed to do? He couldn’t run… there was no place to run to. He would have to brave it out. He was stuck here, dressed as a total sissy for all the world to see. Mel had said to show everybody just how much of a sissy he was. Well, they could certainly see that for themselves by the way he was dressed. He didn’t know how far Mel would have to go to park the car, but he was sure that she would be coming back soon. She would be expecting much more from him than just standing where he was.

	Doing his best to put a big smile on his face, he dropped one of his elaborate curtseys for all the people watching him, then he skipped away from the curb to stand in an area that was out of the way, yet where everyone could still see him. Mel didn’t say anything about singing or talking to the people, so he just dropped an occasional big curtsey to the people as they went past… or stopped to stare at him, as so many of them did.

	How embarrassing! He felt like such a sissy! Of course, he was a sissy… for real. He just didn’t think he was this much of a sissy. He dropped another elaborate curtsey for another group of women. But maybe he really was this much of a sissy. He was standing here in a ridiculous dress, curtseying for everybody… in public. He couldn’t imagine anything being more sissyish than that. Of course, there was the wet diaper he was wearing under his dress too. That made him feel even worse.

	Smile. Curtsey. Smile. Where was Mel?

	“Love your dress,” someone teased as they walked past.

	Curtsey. “Thank you,” he replied in his silly sissy voice.

	“Is that a diaper he’s wearing under that thing?” someone else asked her friend.

	“Must be. He is sucking on a pacifier, isn’t he?” her friend replied.

	Curtsey. Smile. Mel, where are you? He was beginning to think she had left him alone there when he finally spotted her. But she wasn’t approaching. She was just standing and watching him from further down the sidewalk. Ugh! Curtsey for the nice people. Let them laugh. Curtsey again. What a fool he was. What a sissy!

	He may have known that he was a sissy before… somewhere in the back of his mind. He may have even semi-admitted it consciously to himself. But he had never once thought of himself as this kind of a sissy… this much of a sissy. But here he was, smiling and curtseying like a fool to everyone that walked past. And he was really doing it. So if he was really doing it, then he must really be this much of a sissy. He was a sissy! A real sissy! A big, big sissy!

	The embarrassment of that realization ran through him like an unwanted emotion. He wanted to cry, but he dared not. Mel said he had to be happy for everybody who saw him. He might be a big, big sissy, but he still didn’t want her to take him to work dressed like this. Curtsey for the nice ladies walking past and pointing. Did they see my diaper?

	He finally saw Mel walking towards him. He was filled with relief at her approach. He curtseyed to her. “Am I doing okay?” he asked uncertainly. He really didn’t want her to take him to work like this.

	“So far,” she replied. She stared at him for a moment. Should she? Should she really take him into the mall like that? She had been considering that very question as she had stood watching him. She still couldn’t make up her mind. “Are you learning your lesson yet?” she asked.

	Curtsey again. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied. “I’m sorry I didn’t act right before.” Please take me home now, he prayed.

	Mel glanced at the doors leading into the mall. Should she? She didn’t see any security guards there. Should she? Maybe just a quick trip! “Come along, Sissy. Time to go inside.”

	Chad nearly died. It was bad enough behaving like this just outside this one entrance. But inside, there would be many more people.

	With a deliberate, purposeful stride, Mel led the way right up to the doors and opened one. She held it open for him and waited till he passed through. They were now faced with another set of doors, the inner doors. This time, it was Chad who held the door for her… although he did so reluctantly. He really didn’t want to go inside like this.

	Since they were at one end of the long mall, they entered straight into one of the big department stores – the men’s department. “Well, you certainly don’t belong here,” Mel stated as they walked through. Chad said nothing. The department was relatively deserted. A few people further away noticed them though and Chad noticed heads turning in his direction. A silly pink dress like he was wearing really stood out in the men’s department!

	Mel led him along a winding path through the store. Fortunately, she wasn’t dawdling like she usually did, she kept moving. Department after department passed by. Then they were in the children’s department… little girls. “Now this is a much more appropriate spot for you. Isn’t it?” she asked as she stopped briefly.

	Chad curtseyed. Actually, he never even gave curtseying a thought as he did it. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied in his silly voice. Mel smiled. Chad expected her to stop there and find some other way to humiliate him further, but she was off again with that same determined stride, as if she were heading somewhere and couldn’t wait to get there. He followed meekly as more and more heads turned to stare at him.

	The further into the store they went, the more crowded it seemed to become. The women’s section was the worst.

	“There he is!” Chad heard someone say as he followed Mel. “I can’t believe he’s actually in here!” Chad could only silently agree. He couldn’t believe it either.

	The entrance to the mall interior was just ahead, just past the perfume. Chad half expected Mel to stop and do something awful to him, but she just kept going. Like a puppy on a leash, he continued to follow. Walking out of the store into the wide mall concourse was almost shocking. The number of people around seemed to increase. He no longer had narrow aisles stuffed with goods to hide behind. He was out in a fairly crowed large space where so many more people could see him. He wanted to run. He wanted to hide. His silly sissy dress was all too noticeable. The crazy ruffles that fluffed his skirt out so wide continually caressed his legs as he followed behind Mel, reminding him with every step just how much of a sissy he was – here in the heart of public exposure. If he wasn’t so scared, he would have cried. He did suck harder on his pacifier for comfort though.

	Mel glanced around. No security guards as far as she could see. So far, so good. Did she dare take a chance with anything further? Throwing caution aside, she marched right into the heart of a large area where she had seen a small choir singing at Christmas time. She stopped there and turned to him. “Stand right there,” she instructed, “and face out into the mall.”

	Chad turned around where he was. Why was she stopping here? He had been happier when they were moving quickly. He felt so exposed as more and more people stopped to look at him. He desperately wished for someplace to hide, but there was nothing around him.

	“Curtsey for everybody,” Mel instructed from a few feet away. Hating having to do it, Chad dropped another of his overly silly curtseys. “Good,” Mel said. “Now sing ‘Mary Had a Little Lamb’ for everybody.”

	She couldn’t be serious! But Chad knew she was all too serious. He really wanted to get out of there! He started singing, but quickly realized that he had forgotten about the pacifier in his mouth. How embarrassing… well, maybe not as embarrassing as everything else he was doing, but it was right up there. He pulled it out and started again. “Mawy had a wittle wamb…” He could easily see the looks of shock on the faces of all the people around him. Almost all movement stopped around him as he continued. All he could think about was how silly he had to look… how demeaning this was. And most of all, how much of a complete sissy he really had to be to be actually doing it! He hated himself.

	Halfway through the song, he felt a slight tickling at the top of his leg that had nothing at all to do with the soft ruffles under his skirt. He realized he was peeing again and that his diaper was starting to leak. As he sang, he turned to Mel with a worried look on his face and held out that leg and shook it a bit. He was relieved to see a slight nod from Mel’s head.

	He finished singing and curtseyed without being told to. He heard more than a few chuckles while one older man actually clapped – surprise! He dropped another curtsey to that nice gentleman.

	“Okay, Sissy, let’s go,” Mel said.

	Once again, Chad followed her determined stride as she made her way through the mall. So many people. So many people all witnessing how much of a sissy he really was. Did any of them see his diaper leaking? He hoped not!

	Mel figured she was pushing her luck. It was time to get out of there. No security in the way yet, but she didn’t want to tempt fate. With Sissy in tow, she headed straight for the nearest exit. She felt nothing but relief as she walked out through the mall doors and into the bright sunshine. Now to find the car. Fortunately, it wasn’t all that long a walk back to it – shorter than if they had gone back through the mall. Sissy may have been the one on display, but she was the one responsible for him being there. She didn’t want either of them to come to any trouble over what she had just made him do. She breathed a sigh of relief at reaching the car. She glanced back the way they had come. No security or anyone else following them. Whew! Made it!

	But now she had another piece of business to attend to… and somehow it felt perfectly right to take care of it right here and now. “Okay, Sissy. Let’s get that diaper changed before you get in the car again.”

	Chad nearly died. Yes, he was leaking, but still… Here in the parking lot? Again? In very short order, he found himself standing between Mel’s car and another car, doing his best to hold his voluminous ruffles out of the way while Mel removed his soggy diaper and replace it with a dry one. The whole situation seemed to catch up to him. There was something about having his diaper changed, in public, while wearing that sissy dress, after what he had just done in the mall… that totally got to him. It started as a single tear escaping his eye. Then a small sob got past his pacifier. A moment later, he was crying softly as Mel finished with his diaper.

	“What’s wrong?” Mel asked.

	“I’m a sissy,” was all he was able to say. With head held down, he climbed into the back seat of Mel’s car. He was a sissy. He wasn’t a man anymore. No man would ever come close to doing anything that he had done today – all day. He was a sissy. He had done those things. Not a man.

	 


Chapter 31 (Monday – week 5 Part 8 of 8)

	As Mel drove towards home, she kept glancing in her rear view mirror at him. He was still crying softly, feeling sorry for himself. She felt bad about that – in a way, but mostly, she felt like she had succeeded. There was no elation, just that sense of having gotten the job done.

	She didn’t say a word as she drove home. When they got there, they both helped to carry all the bags up the stairs to her apartment. She was relieved to get there. She had taken a big chance with what she had just done, but she had gotten away with it… she hoped.

	She turned to Sissy who was just starting to pull empty baby bottles out of one of the bags. “Go change into your uniform, Sissy. It’s time to get back to other things.”

	Chad was grateful to get back into his maid’s dress. It made him feel a bit more grown up again. But the fact remained that he was still a big sissy. Having Mel remind him that he was working on yet another two hour time period to get his diaper leaking again didn’t help matters either.

	Back in his own apartment, it took him only a few minutes to remove the sissy dress he had been wearing, slip into one of his maid’s dresses, slip the comfortable shoes on, and tie an apron neatly around his waist. He stared at his reflection in the mirror that was attached to his closet door. He dropped a little curtsey to himself. Sissy!

	He fixed Mel a nice dinner that night, trying something new from his cookbook again. Dinner was mostly a success, he figured. She didn’t say anything. In fact, since they had gotten home, she had said very little. But that was just as well, he didn’t really feel much like talking, especially if he had to use the silly sissy voice that she was requiring. His dinner was yet more baby food, eaten from his highchair. How exciting.

	Mel sat in one of her living room chairs while Sissy did the dishes. She had watched a show on TV, but had barely paid attention to it. She turned the set off. There was a slight air of somberness in the apartment. She could almost feel Sissy’s mood. Well, he had to be taught a lesson. But the question now was, did he learn the lesson she hoped he did? It was going to be hard to tell. Maybe the future would hold the answers. Maybe not.

	She heard the water go off at the sink, then she watched as he wiped the counters down and put away the dish towel he had been using. He glanced around the kitchen and seemed satisfied. She followed his movements as he left the kitchen and started looking around. He straightened up some magazines, then checked the laundry. Both machines were off. He was looking for something to do. “Sissy,” she called. He came over to her. She could see the depression still on his face. Obviously, he had learned some kind of a lesson today.

	He curtseyed. “Yes, Mistress?”

	She smiled at his curtsey and greeting. Yes, this was living. This was what she loved. And dinner hadn’t been half bad either. She really loved seeing him in his maid’s uniform… totally subservient to her every whim. She didn’t understand how everyone else could be so bored by it. Yet she did understand the thrill they got from seeing him in his other sissy clothes.

	“You wanted something?” he asked, since she didn’t answer.

	She didn’t know what she wanted. She just wanted him near, where she could see him. “Is your diaper leaking yet?” she finally asked.

	“No, Mistress, not yet. But I still have plenty of time,” he added quickly.

	She nodded. “I know. Just let me know when it starts leaking.” She realized something then. Other than the bottle she had seen him drink with his dinner, she hadn’t seen him with any other bottles since they had gotten home. “Are you going to make it?” she asked.

	This time, he nodded. “I’m fairly sure I will,” he replied.

	“I haven’t seen you drinking much.”

	He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t think it matters anymore. I’m still wetting a little every few minutes.”

	She nodded. “Let me know.”

	He curtseyed again as he acknowledged that he would. His curtsey thrilled her again. It always did. There was just something about seeing a man do that… a man dressed like a woman… a subservient woman. All his male traits taken away, denied him. Submissive to her. Courteous to her. Attentive to her… and to her pleasure.

	She watched as he started walking around her apartment again, looking for things that needed to be done, where nothing really needed attending to. She was tempted to have him stand on his perch again, but the words to order him to do so never left her mouth. He wandered and touched this, and did… nothing really. She could see that he did have something on his mind still. The lessons from earlier?

	His dress was neat as a pin. The large white bow she had tied in his hair earlier was still there. She decided she liked the look with his uniform. With the breast forms glued to his chest, his shape was definitely more feminine than masculine – another male trait taken away. The only real indication that he was still male was in his shoulders, which really weren’t all that bad at all. His face too held a certain bit of masculinity, despite the makeup that covered it. She stared at his face as he walked around the room. It was a nice face. She knew it could show kindness… or love. His eyes alone could express so much. She adored the way he often looked at her with them. His lips, even covered in the bright lipstick, looked inviting, kissable. Overall, he was a very pleasing sight. Very.

	She saw him suddenly jolt with surprise. He looked quickly down, then back up at her. He hurried over to stand in front of her. He curtseyed and she felt it stir those lovely sensations deep inside of her, sensations that were quickly starting to lead to other lovely sensations.

	“I’m leaking,” he said quickly as he turned his leg sideways to see if any had dripped down below the hem of his skirt far enough that she could see it yet.

	She didn’t really care anymore. She didn’t care if he had done it before his deadline was up or an hour later. The sight of him in his uniform had her ready to move on for the evening. She looked up into his beautiful sissy face. “Then let’s get you changed.”

	Chad expected her to change him right there in the living room again, or perhaps in her bathroom, but she led the way instead to her bedroom. He was surprised to see her laying out protection on her bed so it wouldn’t get ruined in case he wet some more, which was now all too likely. She glanced at him. Did she want him to do something? But then she started adding yet more layers of protection to her bed. He realized then that she had something else in mind entirely. It took him only a moment to realize what that something else might be.

	“Get that dress off, Sissy,” she ordered as she worked on her bed.

	Finally stripped down to just his single leaking diaper – and his breast forms – she pulled his soggy diaper off of him before she had him lie down on her bed. Within moments, she had him rediapered in nothing but a single diaper again. He waited for her to tell him that he was on another two hour time limit, but she never mentioned it. Instead, she went over to her dresser and pulled out one of the scarves that she used to blindfold him with. A minute later, Chad could no longer see anything.

	He heard her moving around, doing something. Probably undressing. She climbed up on the bed with him. He felt her lying down next to him, her naked body hugged his for a moment, then she backed away again. Blind and without direction, he didn’t know what to do. He felt her hand on the front of his diaper. She was pressing down… down on his chastity device underneath. She pressed it firmly into his groin, then suddenly the pressure and her hand was gone again. Her hand came back to the same place, her touch more gentle now, probing. What was she doing? She had to know he couldn’t get hard there – not with that chastity device in place – that is, if he could get hard there anymore.

	Mel removed her hand. She didn’t even know why she had bothered to touch him there. Curiosity perhaps? Wishful thinking perhaps? But all she had felt inside his diaper was the hard plastic of the chastity device. And of course it felt exactly the same after she had pressed on it. He was denied that pleasure, but the thought of him being denied sent more tingles of pleasure through her.

	She wanted to touch him. To feel him. She climbed on top of him, straddling his stomach. She ran her hands down the sides of his face, down his neck, down between his breasts, then rubbed them slightly on his stomach. Smooth and hairless. Beautiful. Did he feel anything from her touch? He couldn’t react where she knew he wanted to react, but how about anything else? She really hoped so. For his sake, she really did.

	She rolled off of him, next to his naked form, and pulled on his body. “Hold me,” she whispered. “Make love to me.”

	Two commands that Chad only dreamed he’d ever hear. He was once again denied his sight, but he could still feel her. He rolled over and climbed on top of her, just as she had been on top of him. He was denied any of the pleasure that might lead to sexual relief, but that didn’t stop any of the pleasure he could get from caressing her naked body – even if he couldn’t see it. He could feel her body, massage it, love it. And he did.

	Mel writhed under his touch. Magic. And when he started massaging her breasts her breathing became deeper, almost panting as the pleasure and ecstasy mounted inside of her. She knew he couldn’t see her, but those magic hands of his certainly had no trouble making her feel good – all over. His hands went from massaging both her breasts to just her right breast. He squeezed it gently, massaged it. Then, he started leaning down toward it. She held her breath. She could feel his breath now against her nipple as he leaned down ever closer. Ever so gently, his lips reached out and kissed the nipple. She moaned aloud in pleasure. And when his tongue reached out and flicked that same nipple, she involuntarily arched her whole back, writhing beneath him from the wonderful sensation.

	She wanted him. She wanted him badly. She wanted to feel him inside of her, filling her completely. But she had denied him that ability. Yet she still needed him. Needed his attentions. She pushed down on his shoulders, pushing him backwards, further and further till he was between her legs. Her waiting sex pushed upwards towards him over and over again. She grabbed his hair and pulled his head down, first gently, then harder. She was becoming more desperate now, she quickly got his head in the exact spot where she needed it and was instantly rewarded by the feel of his tongue flicking out and touching the very spot that craved it most. She wanted to scream with pleasure. Her legs closed around his head, trying to feel more of him in that region. His tongue came again, then again. Faster and faster. Then deeper and slower. Then deeper still. Licking, massaging, caressing, exciting. His hands squeezed against the sides of her butt. His tongue licked particularly hard, and she lost all sense as her body rocked beneath the orgasm that had been building for some time now.

	Chad heard her moan, he heard her scream. He felt her body reacting to his touch in so many ways. He was glad he could afford her this pleasure. It made him feel good, like he was still worth something. And then there was the pleasure he received from just touching her naked body… her full round breasts, her smooth naked skin, her wet waiting sex. Touching her like this was something to always be remembered.

	With his head pulled into her groin, he couldn’t lift it away, not that he wanted to. He could feel how much pleasure she was receiving from his tongue. He let his hands start wandering her body, caressing it wherever he could reach. He felt her mounting again toward another orgasm. This one seemed to last even longer than the last one. When it was done, he kept at it, kept teasing her with his tongue, but she didn’t keep him there but only a minute.

	Mel felt wonderful. Her breathing was slowly calming down, and his little flicks of his tongue were again driving her wild. But she was ready for something else. Pulling gently on his hair that she had locked in her two hands, she pulled him up, further, further, till he was climbing on top of her. She guided his body till it was once again laying next to her. “Hold me,” she whispered. And he did. His gentle hands occasionally reached out to caress one part of her body or another. She did the same to him, occasionally gliding her hands over his body. Over and over again, she gently rubbed them over the breast forms glued to his chest. She toyed briefly with the fake nipples on each of the forms. Did he feel anything at all from her caressing there? She silently hoped that he did. Men had no idea what pleasures they were missing by not having breasts. But he wasn’t a man… well, he was… but he wasn’t. Not really.

	She finally moved away from him, rolling off of the bed. “Stay,” she commanded softly. “I’ll be right back.” She watched till she saw him lay back, getting comfortable, ready to wait for her.

	She left him and quickly went into her bathroom where she cleaned herself up and dried herself off. Then she donned her nightgown. Finally, she went back into her bedroom. He was still lying there, just as she had left him. “Don’t move,” she said softly. He only turned his head.

	She found the package that held the collection of colorful dildos that had arrived in the mail. She opened it, and stared at the collection. Each one was in a different sherbet color. Each one had its own unique shape. There was one with a spiral corkscrew shape that seemed to catch her attention more than the others. She almost selected it, but then decided that maybe she would save that one for herself. She was tempted to grab the one that was ribbed like the one that Cassie had said that he seemed to like so much, but she didn’t. Instead, she grabbed the one with little tiny knobby bumps all over it. It too looked awfully interesting to her. Maybe someday. But today, she would see if he liked it.

	She carried it to her bathroom where she tried to wash it off quickly, but there didn’t seem to be much of a point since it was already clean. She dried it off again. Time to play.

	Chad heard her finally coming back. She had been gone for quite a while, well, away from her bed anyway. Could he take the blindfold off yet? He didn’t dare touch it or even ask. He was surprised to feel her removing the diaper she had just put on him such a short time ago. It was already wet – multiple times.

	He felt her hands touching his chastity device, moving it slightly this way and that. Would she remove it? He hoped fervently that she would. But so far, she was leaving it in place. What was she doing?

	Mel stared hard at his tiny penis, trapped inside of the hard plastic. She had tried playing with the device as best as she could, but as far as she could see, there was no reaction from him on the inside. None at all. Maybe something else would stir his interest. “Roll over,” she commanded gently.

	Roll over? Chad was disappointed that she wasn’t going to remove the device. But he did as she told him and rolled over onto his stomach. He felt her caressing his backside for the briefest of moments, then he felt her wiping it with what felt like one of his diapers. Her hands came back. They lingered longer this time, then left again. He heard her doing something. He jumped as something cold hit his naked butt. Lotion. Then her hands were back again, rubbing it in, massaging it in. He nearly sighed out loud with pleasure as he let his body relax into the feeling. So nice.

	Her head came down near his. “Pull your legs up,” she told him. He knew what was coming next… at least he hoped he did. It was definitely something that he wanted. He pulled his knees up under him, raising his backside up for whatever attentions he hoped she would give to it. He jumped as more coldness suddenly hit him, right on top of his anal hole. Then her finger was there, gently pushing, then firmer. He relaxed and with a wave of pleasure, allowed her finger to slide into him, spreading the lubrication all around. So wonderful. He hated feeling her finger leave him. But her finger was soon replaced by something harder. Something larger.

	He felt her pushing firmly almost immediately. Not quickly, but firmly. Slowly she pushed it in. He nearly jumped when he felt the first little bump go past. What was she using on him? The first bump was quickly replaced by another one – in a different place. What the…? Then more, many more, all over. She continued to shove it in slowly, then she backed it out just as slow. He was constantly assaulted by the little bumps going in and out. Each one seeming to add so much to what he could feel, thereby increasing the pleasure he felt. Whatever she was using was different, but that’s the limit of what he was capable of thinking as she began pushing it in and out faster.

	Within moments, he was pushing back and forth himself, trying to get even more out of the device than what he was capable of feeling. He wanted more. Much more.

	Mel watched him reacting to her new toy. He seemed to like it. In a way, he was being used like a woman would be used by a man. Her thoughts turned again to the strap-on. Would he like it? It was without a doubt a bit bigger than what she was using on him now. But then he seemed to be taking that with no problem. But would he like it? Being fucked by her as if he was a woman? She considered trying it… strongly. But there was something about the act of doing it that she herself wasn’t quite ready for yet.

	He was tiring, she could see it plainly. As he slowed, she slowed. She saw his fist pound against the mattress in frustration. No release. She felt sorry for him in a way, but she still wasn’t ready to release his penis from its prison. His denied ability to use that masculine appendage still meant too much to her. He stopped rocking completely. She stopped too. Then slowly she withdrew the toy. He didn’t move, he only continued to breath heavily, trying to catch his breath. “Roll over again,” she directed.

	Chad heard her, but it was a moment before he found the will to do so. Slowly he rolled over onto his side, then onto his back. Still blindfolded, he felt her playing with his chastity device again. Would she take it off now? Now that they were finished?

	Mel again looked hard at his tiny penis inside the chastity device. As far as she could see, it was still no bigger at all. She knew he had gained pleasure from her toy, but none of that pleasure had translated into a reaction from his primary pleasure point. Interesting!

	He suddenly started peeing again and she quickly pulled one of the diapers over it to keep it from spreading. Did he even know he was going to pee? She could only hope not! “Stay here. I’ll be back in a few minutes,” she said.

	Chad felt more then heard her leaving him. He was tired and frustrated… and glad for the break to just lay there and relax. Her bed felt good, far better than his little blow-up mattress. When she came back, she told him to raise his bottom up. He felt her sliding fresh diapers under him. A minute later, he felt her finger invading his backside yet again. The darn suppositories. He hated them. Why couldn’t she just forget them for once?

	Mel pulled her finger out of him. She saw the look of displeasure on his face at having to have another of the suppositories. She smiled. What he didn’t know though, was that tonight marked the start of another piece of her master plan. Tonight was the first time he would be going to bed without one stuck up inside of him. She just needed him to think that it was there. Would he still mess himself like he usually did every night? She was fairly sure that he would. One at a time, she brought the disposable diapers up and pinned them in place. All four of them. Then she pulled the plastic panties onto him that she had grabbed from his diaper bag and pulled them up into place as well. He was now well padded. “Sit up,” she told him. When he was sitting, she finally removed his blindfold.

	Chad blinked, then rubbed his eyes as soon as the scarf was removed from his head. He looked at Mel. She was dressed again – darn it! But then he had really expected that. “Stay here,” she told him. “I’ll be right back.” He watched her as she left the room yet again. He briefly wondered what she had in mind for him now. But he was mostly too spent to worry about it very much. He sat there on the edge of her bed and waited. She wasn’t too long. She came back with three baby bottles cradled in her arms.

	“Sit up on the bed,” she told him.

	He climbed back up on the bed and was surprised when she climbed up next to him. She set all three bottles on her nightstand, then sat up against the headboard. She stared at him for a moment, considering how she wanted to do this. “Lay down,” she said, then she patted her chest just above her breasts, “with your head right here.”

	Chad wondered if she was planning on feeding him the bottles herself? That would be odd. Why? But he did as he was told and laid back with his head on her breast. He could at least dream of other, more pleasant, things. Of course, this was certainly pleasant. Very pleasant.

	Mel grabbed one of the bottles and stuck it down into his waiting lips. She giggled a tiny bit as she did so. He took the bottle just like a baby. He was her baby. His eyes closed as he drank. She watched him nursing on the bottle for a very long time. When the bottle was finished, she replaced it with a fresh one. Gloria had been wrong. She had been wrong when she said that he wasn’t a baby that she could hold… or feed. Okay, so he wasn’t a real baby. But in all other ways, he was certainly close enough. Was this little action bringing out some of her maternal instincts? No, she didn’t think so… well, maybe some. But mostly no.

	He was her baby in so many ways. Yet he wasn’t her baby at all… he wasn’t a baby at all. Which to her made the situation all the better. No, Gloria was definitely wrong about their relationship. It was just a fun relationship. Hopefully for him as much as it was for her. That was all she really needed it to be. Nothing more. But certainly nothing less.

	When his second bottle was finished, she replaced it with the third one. He was drinking slower now, much slower. She yawned. She was tired, and sexually sated. Very sated. She felt wonderful. And holding him in her arms like that was nice. Very nice. His bottle was almost done. She was so tired. She pulled it out and set it on the nightstand. Still holding him, she scooted further down in the bed where she could be more comfortable. He didn’t move. Was he asleep? She needed to wake him and send him home, but she just didn’t feel like it yet. She’d do it in a few minutes. But one minute later, she was dozing herself.

	Half asleep, she was too tired to get up. She was also tired of holding him. She shoved at him a bit to wake him. “Hold me,” she said. “It’s my turn.”

	He woke out of his light slumber, surprised to still be there in her arms, surprised at her words. He shifted up higher in her bed and put his arm out. She laid her head on his shoulder and curled her body up into his. He couldn’t believe it. He was laying here in her bed, holding her while she slept. How did that happen? One thing he knew for sure though, he wasn’t about to do anything that might wake her. This was an experience to be remembered. This was an experience to be savored. He would hold her like this all night if he had too, and he would do it gladly.

	Very slowly, he stretched his head down and lightly kissed the top of her hair. “Good night, Mistress,” he whispered softly. “Good night.”

	 


Chapter 32 (Tuesday – week 5 Part 1 of 6)

	She danced with him, and it felt so good to be held in his strong arms. Just being with him, she felt safe, secure… wanted, loved. He was everything she had always dreamed of – tall, handsome, strong… loving. She knew that sometime in the past he had done something heroic for her, something amazing. She knew that he had rescued her from something unimaginable, yet what that something was, never mattered, at least not anymore. She loved him unequivocally, and more importantly, he loved her – the same.

	But something began to impinge upon the world of her dreams. Something that was not right. It was just a bit of a background nuisance at first, but it gradually grew and got worse. She wasn’t comfortable, her pillow felt all wrong. It wasn’t as soft as it should have been. But back in her dream, life was still beautiful…

	She felt colder than she should have. While her mind was dancing and dreaming of her love, she reached for covers that she couldn’t find. It bothered her that they weren’t there. And later still, there was the smell. Kind of an awful smell – not terribly strong, but still irksome. It was still in the background of her dream, but it was becoming evermore distracting.

	But her dream lover was still there, adoring her. And she adored him. So wonderful, so nice.

	Darn her pillow! She rolled over further, off of something, and finally found a softer spot, she instantly felt better. Her dream lover was getting ready to make sweet love to her. She unconsciously reached for her covers again – and couldn’t find them. Darn! Where were they? It was disturbing her dream. And then there was that darn smell too. What was that? And something about the light wasn’t right… it was way too bright!

	She awoke fully and opened her eyes. Realization of what had happened flooded over her. Oh geez! No! This was all wrong! She had fallen asleep with him still in her bed! No, no, no!

	She shoved him a bit. “Sissy! Wake up!”

	Chad startled awake quickly. “Huh?” It took him a second to get his wits about him. He was still in her bed.

	“Go home!” she ordered.

	He groaned, still half asleep. He glanced at the clock next to her bed – almost five in the morning. He had been there all night. Despite having slept in her bed, he felt stiff and tired. But then he had tried to hold her in his arms all night without moving. He yawned and rolled off of her bed onto his feet. It took him a moment to steady himself. His diaper was terribly huge again, and messy. Ugh!

	He staggered a step forward, trying to get his bearings, trying to figure out what it was he needed to do. He was only wearing his diapers. Not even anything to cover the breast forms that were glued to his chest. His maid’s dress… Where was that? He found it on the floor and put it on. It was only then that he glanced back at her. She was sitting up in her bed, watching him. He slipped his shoes on. The huge bulkiness of his diapers made walking in them difficult – despite the low heel. He headed, with difficulty, toward her door.

	Mel watched him walking so awkwardly. His diapers where so huge that they kept his legs spread wide apart. She nearly laughed at his predicament. She would have if she wasn’t still so tired… and angry at herself for falling asleep with him last night. A minute later, she heard her apartment door closing behind him. She breathed a sigh of relief. She glanced down at her bed. There were towels and open diapers strewn all over the top of it. She kicked most of them off onto the floor, then reached down to the bottom and pulled up her covers. She instantly felt better. She turned off the lamp on her nightstand and sank back into bed. Her dream, her beautiful dream. Where was it? For that matter, what was it? She only remembered that it had been really nice. What had she been dreaming about?

	But the dream didn’t come back to her at all. Instead, she remembered that Sissy would be home now. She hadn’t left him a note with instructions for this morning. Darn! Of course, he didn’t really need a note. He should know perfectly well what to do by now. But her mind still continued to wrestle with him. Maybe he wouldn’t know what she wanted him to do. She had been making some changes.

	She tried desperately to go back to sleep, but thoughts of Chad still impinged on her mind. Damn him! She had to go back to sleep! Thoughts of laying here with him in her bed last night filled her mind. She had fed him all three of his baby bottles last night while he laid here in her arms. Something about that amused her. It was kind of funny. But something about it also sent a tiny bit of thrill through her body. He had also made sweet love to her last night again. As a lover, he really was fantastic… even though she couldn’t allow him to really penetrate her in any way – other than with his tongue that is. His wonderful, talented, enchanting, exciting tongue. She inwardly giggled despite herself.

	She rolled over again. Darn him! She couldn’t go back to sleep! She glanced again at her clock. Way, way too early. With a groan, she got up to make herself some coffee.

	Chad collapsed onto his little blow-up mattress. He was so tired. He really wanted to sleep. But did he dare? He knew he’d have to get up fairly soon to start getting ready. But did he have to get up? What was he doing today? Work! It was Tuesday! He had to go to work later! Ugh! In a little while, he would have to start getting cleaned up and dressed for work. It had been a long weekend. Long and horrible… and thrilling! She had ridden him unmercifully all weekend long, forcing him to do some of the most embarrassing things ever! And then there was yesterday! Damn! Had he really gone into the mall dressed like that and acted like a total sissy? Not to mention the gym and Gloria’s and …

	He rolled over uncomfortably on his little mattress. Not just uncomfortable from his diapers and breast forms, but uncomfortable from the memory of yesterday. He was a sissy! That much was for sure. There could never be any denying it now, not to himself, not even to anyone else. He had proved the fact, over and over again in public where so many people had seen him… and would remember him. What a jerk he was. What a fool. What a damn sissy!

	He felt himself wetting his bloated diapers again. It felt good. The thought that he was doing it without thinking about it thrilled him. It really was kind of fun. Mel’s little diaper games that she had been forcing him to play all weekend had never once allowed him to hold back at all. He had been forced to drink so much and pee so much that it was all happening automatically now. So interesting. There was rarely any warning, rarely any buildup. He just suddenly found himself peeing. It was what he had always dreamed of experiencing.

	She was doing it. She was succeeding. Mel was actually succeeding at making him incontinent. Or at least making him feel like he was. He knew better though. He knew his body better than she did. He could control himself perfectly – with a little bit of work. But it wouldn’t take long to get back all of his control. Why, on Friday he had even held it once for almost half and hour! Twenty-nine minutes before the pee had started leaking out! That was an incredible achievement. With control like that, Mel couldn’t win this bet… no matter what she made him do! And today he would be shooting to hold back even longer! Was an hour possible? Why not? He was going to win this bet!

	He yawned and rolled over awkwardly again, trying to get comfortable – in a situation where that was nearly impossible. He closed his eyes. He was so tired, but he had to get up soon. His thumb unconsciously found his mouth and he started sucking on it. He was a sissy. Thoughts of what he had done in his sissy dress, in front of all those people yesterday raced through his mind again as he dozed. And something sexual excited him, just not in the one place it was supposed to. He was a sissy. Pieces of a previous dream began playing in his mind once again. He was a sissy. A happy, joyful sissy. He could embrace and enjoy all his sissy dresses and diapers and anything else that he wanted. He was a sissy.

	Mel took the last cold sip from her coffee cup and turned her TV off. She had been watching – nothing! An infomercial! She didn’t need a diet plan like that. She seriously doubted that the diet was as fun and easy as they made it sound.

	Her thoughts turned back again to Sissy. He had never really been far from her mind all morning. She still couldn’t believe that she had fallen asleep with him like that. Stupid! And wrong! Well, it would never happen again. She glanced at the clock. Still early, especially for her. But if she couldn’t sleep, then why should he? Besides, he had to get up fairly soon anyway – if he was sleeping that is. She kind of hoped that he wasn’t.

	She picked up her cell phone to call him, then put it down again. Maybe it would be better to go over there in person and wake him up. No, she didn’t really feel like bothering. She picked the phone up again and punched in his number.

	An odd sound from far away impinged on his lovely dreaming. It brought him quickly out of his slumber. His cell phone! Someone was calling him. He scrambled to his feet as fast as his bloated diapers would let him and fished the phone out of his purse. “Hello?”

	“Sissy!” Mel’s voice came over the line. “Were you sleeping?”

	“Yes, Mistress,” he answered.

	“Well get up! You’ve had enough sleep for one night. Get yourself cleaned up and dressed. Make sure you drink three more bottles before you come over here. Oh, and wear one of your new dresses to work today. I think they look very nice.”

	Chad’s groggy head was still trying to make sense of everything she was saying. It was all coming at him too fast for his partially asleep mind, so it took him a moment for everything to register fully. “Yes, Mistress,” he answered. “Three bottles. New dress.”

	“Sissy!” Mel’s voice replied angrily. “Who ever gave you permission to speak in anything but your sissy voice? That’s already one demerit and I’m going to punish you severely for not answering the way you should! I told you I didn’t ever want to hear you speaking any other way again!”

	“But Mistwess,” he replied, this time more awake and lapsing into the sissy mode of speech she was requiring, “I didn’t know who was calling.”

	“It doesn’t matter who’s calling! You never need to speak any other way! Now get busy!”

	Chad suddenly found himself holding onto his phone with nobody on the other end. How was he supposed to know who was calling? Okay, he could have easily looked at the display to see that it was her, but he had been in a hurry to answer it and was still half asleep! What did she expect, that he would use that voice all the time? Yeah, maybe she did. But it wasn’t exactly something that he would ever actually do.

	He carried his phone over to his charger and plugged it in since it had been a while. Then he went to his refrigerator and pulled out the first of the three bottles that she had told him to drink. There was never any question of not doing it. He simply carried it to the only chair that he owned and sat down to drink it while he stared at his blank walls. Blank, blank, blank. A lot of nothing… except for the framed bet contract that she had hung on one of his living room walls. His eyes automatically averted whenever he happened to look that way. He didn’t want to really see it, much like his toilet that she had wrapped up in layer after layer of her plastic wrap so he couldn’t use it. He never looked at that either. It was too much of a reminder of what he was not longer permitted to do.

	He looked around his living room. His whole apartment was a vast amount of emptiness. His only furniture was the one chair he was sitting in, his blow-up mattress on the floor of his bedroom, and a cheep cardboard dresser. There were a few boxes strewn about holding the rest of his things. Boxes that he hardly ever opened. But if he won this bet, what would his apartment look like? What could his apartment look like? He tried to picture a pool table right in the middle of the room. A large screen TV against one wall with an incredible sound system. And furniture – lots of nice stuff – expensive stuff. Everyone would be so impressed. They would congratulate him for what he was doing. All the humiliation he was going through would be worth it!

	But what could his room really look like if he won… when he won? Because he had no doubt that he would. His eyes scanned the empty room again. Maybe he did need some help with picking things out and getting it all arranged the best way. But the only name that came to mind so far to get that help was Sandy, and Sandy was firmly on Mel’s side of this bet. But since he’d be paying her, would she do it for him? He still didn’t know. Did he dare ask? Or could that just lead to more trouble?

	His bottle finished, he set it back on the kitchen counter. He suddenly felt himself peeing again as he moved about… without any warning again. So interesting! What a sensation! He knew he’d have to start controlling himself soon, but it was still early in the morning. Why not enjoy it while he still could? Besides, with all the bottles that Mel was making him drink, the liquid had to get out of him sometime. Better sooner than later. He headed to his bathroom to start cleaning himself up.

	An hour and a half later, he was ready to head out the door. He stopped to check his image in the mirror. He was wearing two diapers again – finally! What a relief. He felt much more secure with two rather than one. Also, despite how tight and uncomfortable his all-in-one girdle was, having it on over top made him feel much more secure too. And talk about security, the darn waist cincher he was wearing under his girdle was a bit too secure… or was that just too tight? Pantyhose again. They were somewhat of a pain, but Robin had said his legs looked better with them than without and the colorful dress he was wearing today seemed to demand them.

	As he looked in the mirror, his eyes made their way down his skirt. He could just see the tops of his knees. Further down, his pantyhose covered feet were strapped into a pair of three inch black heels that he thought would go well with the dress. He was happy because the shoes were fairly comfortable. His eyes rose up higher again, up past his waist. Between his waist cincher and his breast forms, he was fairly happy with the way his figure looked. Womanish. It still amazed him. The neckline of the dress was low cut enough to show off the pink stone of his necklace, that matched the pink stone in the ring on his hand. His watch that looked more like a piece of jewelry was on his other arm. His hair was done nicely with the curling iron and his makeup was in place and looked – fairly good he thought.

	He smiled. It was amazing how much he had changed in the last month. Very amazing! Who would ever believe it? He grabbed his diaper bag, his purse, and a bag containing the three empty baby bottles he had finished already that morning and headed out his door for Mel’s apartment.

	Mel was dressed and ready for work by the time she opened her door for him. She watched his curtsey and listened to his good morning greeting. Something inside of her thrilled again to witness it. “Good morning, Sissy,” she said as she let him inside. She took the bag of empty bottles from him as he set his other bags down on the floor. When he turned around again, she looked him over. She decided immediately that she liked the dress he was wearing. The colorful blotchy pattern was pretty… even on him. She spent a moment looking at his hair carefully. It was done nicely, but it was starting to look like it needed a trim or restyling. She made a mental note to talk to Cassie and Sandy about that.

	Overall, she was pleased with the way he looked. Far more feminine than she would ever have imagined when this bet started. She had been denying him his masculinity more and more since they had started a month ago. Now she was really starting to see the results. Masculinity denied! And the very thought of it made her tingle inside.

	“Up into your highchair, Sissy. I’ve got your breakfast all ready.”

	Ugh! Chad made his way into the kitchen and climbed up into his highchair again. He wasn’t looking forward to another meal of baby food. That’s all he had eaten for days now. As Mel tied the bib around his neck and put the tray into place in front of him, he started dreaming about lunch. Lunch, the first meal he would have where he could get something solid to eat! Something normal! His stomach growled a bit just thinking of it.

	Mel set his baby food cereal in place in front of him along with a tiny rubber coated baby spoon and another bottle. Yuck!

	 


Chapter 32 (Tuesday – week 5 Part 2 of 6)

	Chad opened his desk drawer and put his purse inside before he sat down in his chair. He stared for a moment at the bouquet of flowers that Mel had sent to him last week. It looked different – smaller, and a lot less vibrant. What had happened to it? The roses in it were fully opened up now, but some of the other flowers looked like they were dying. He made a mental note to ask Robin about it when she came in. He hit the button on his computer to start booting it up.

	“Hi Chad,” Robin’s voice called as she was walking past.

	Chad turned around in his seat. “Hi Robin,” he replied.

	She had stopped at the entrance to his cubicle and was staring at him. “Wait a sec. I’ll be right back,” she said. She disappeared and came back a moment later with nothing in her arms. “New dress?” she asked. “Stand up so I can see it better.”

	Chad stood. “Yeah, I just got it. I kind of like it. What do you think?”

	Robin stared at him for a moment. “I think that I wish I could afford some of your clothes. Very nice!” She stared at him for a moment more. “I think you could use some better jewelry with it. You always wear the same old necklace, but still, it looks really good.”

	“Thanks,” Chad replied, feeling both relieved and happy as he sat back down. “Hey Robin, what happened to all the flowers?”

	Robin glanced over at the bouquet on his desk. “Oh, they were looking kind of puny and some of them were obviously dying so I pulled those out. I also added some water for you. You really need to check that every day.”

	Chad nodded. “Thanks,” he replied. I appreciate it. So how did things go yesterday?” he asked.

	“Quiet, as usual,” she replied as she moved further into his cubicle and leaned up against his desk. “How was your day off? What did you do?”

	It was all Chad could do to not choke at her question. There was no way he could ever tell her what he really did all day! “Oh… not much,” he replied, trying to find the quickest answer. She was still looking at him, waiting for more. “I… visited a few people,” he finally added. He was relieved when she seemed to be more satisfied. Visited people was right! His problem was just the way that he had visited them!

	“I see you got your nails cut,” she said next. “Very pretty by the way.”

	He held up his hands to look at them. The nails were still very long, but a lot shorter than they had been all last week. He still thought they looked pretty. Something inside of him was pleased by the sight of his fairly feminine looking hands. “Yeah,” he replied, still looking at them. “I think I kind of like them this length.”

	“They’re still pretty long. Not exactly practical for working.”

	“Maybe, but they’re a lot easier to deal with than the longer ones I had.”

	“I don’t know why you ever got them so long in the first place! That was kind of silly.”

	Chad couldn’t really tell her that he had no choice in the matter. “It wasn’t really my idea,” he replied cautiously. “But I think I learned something from it.”

	“Learned something? I’m betting the idea of having nails like that just turned you on so much that you decided to try it. That’s why you had them done. And now… now you’ve seen what a pain they were and had them cut down a bit.”

	“Well…” Chad started to reply.

	“Don’t deny it!” she teased. “That’s why you’re dressing the way you do. You love it! Don’t you!”

	Chad blushed. “Kind of,” he replied sheepishly. “Actually, it’s a bit more complicated than that.”

	Robin threw her arms up in the air. “Complicated! Don’t hand me that crap again! You love it, so you’re doing it. Right?”

	Chad stared at her for a moment. She really had no idea, and he meant to keep it that way. But deep down, she was also right. He did love it. “Yeah, I do,” he finally admitted blushingly. He was a sissy after all. Mel had made that point abundantly clear yesterday.

	Robin nodded, more satisfied. “That’s better. Complicated? My ass! You’re dressing like a woman because you love it… it turns you on! Don’t try to hide behind some kind of other silly lame excuse.”

	After Robin had left, Chad turned around again to face his computer. The login prompt was waiting for him. He reached for the keyboard and paused. Last week, he had been forced to teach himself to type with just his fingernails on the keys. But now his nails were shorter. He reached out to the keyboard with just one hand and experimented with touching a few keys. His nails were still too long to really let him use anything more than just his nails when he typed. Yes, he could slip the nail over top of the key, between the keys, but when he pressed down, the tip of his nails hit something underneath. So he still couldn’t really use anything but his nails to type with. Fortunately, he had gotten a lot of practice with it last week. As he typed in his password, he quickly realized that he was going to have to get used to it all over again. Yes, he still had to use only his nails, but now he had to get used to the shorter length. At least it seemed to be a lot easier and his nails felt stronger and less fragile now too.

	Mel closed the folder and put it into her finished pile. She had a few minutes now to think about other things. And other things usually meant Chad. Only this time, instead of directly thinking about Chad, she was thinking instead about Gloria… and how she could get Gloria to help her again. One thing was for sure, in order to get Gloria’s help, she first had to talk to her. She picked up her phone and dialed the number. “Hi Gloria. It’s Mel.”

	Gloria was almost hesitant in her answer. “Hi Mel,” she said simply. She was still very concerned after their last lunch meeting. In a way, she was just glad that Mel had called. At least it meant that they were still friends – she hoped.

	“Are you game to try lunch again?” Mel asked.

	Gloria hesitated again. Mel had walked out on her yesterday. But she was her friend and everything she had said to Mel had been the truth! “Are you sure? I’m not changing my mind.”

	Mel wasn’t glad to hear that Gloria was determined to remain so stubborn. “Yeah, I’m sure. And I’m really sorry about yesterday.”

	“Yeah, I am too Mel. But Mel… I meant everything I said then.”

	Mel was silent for a moment. She knew that Gloria believed everything she had talked about was true, but she now knew that some of that was wrong… very wrong. But still… “Gloria, somehow we’ve got to get past this. Let’s just have lunch. Maybe we can talk about it a bit more… maybe. I promise not to run out on you again like last time.”

	Gloria chuckled. “Okay Mel. We’ll just eat, and maybe talk a bit more. See you at lunch.”

	Chad stared at his computer monitor. He had been working, but right now, work was the farthest thing from his mind. Instead, he was thinking about peeing… or rather not peeing. He was having a lot of trouble so far holding back. At first, he found himself continually peeing before he even knew he was going to do it. But now that he had that control back again, just holding back was still all too difficult. Of course, he had already had a lot to drink since he had gotten up. Not to mention all he had been drinking for the last three days. His system would have to readjust back to normal and that might take a while. But still, now that he could control himself again, he didn’t seem to be able to hold things back very long at all. He sighed. Try, try, try. It was the only way!

	“Break time,” Robin’s voice called out from behind him, pulling him quickly out of his thoughts.

	Did he want to go to break? Yes and no.

	“They had some great new doughnuts yesterday,” Robin continued. “You should have been here.”

	“They did?” The thought of something solid to eat, especially something as tasty as a doughnut, made up his mind for him. Besides, Robin would only egg him on till he went with her anyway. He pulled himself out of his chair and followed her down the hall.

	“I really do love that dress,” Robin noted as they walked.

	“Thanks,” Chad replied as he realized he was no longer able to hold back from peeing again. He glanced at his watch. Less than ten minutes. Not good.

	The break room was filling up fast when they got there. Chad spied several boxes of doughnuts past the coffee pots and made a beeline straight for them. He grabbed one and a napkin and was eating it before he even grabbed a cup for his coffee. Mmmm! So good! Heaven!

	“I told you they were good,” Robin said, noticing the look of joy on his face.

	“You have no idea!” he replied. He certainly wasn’t going to tell her that he had eaten nothing but baby food for the last three days. He finished his doughnut before he even tried to pour himself some coffee. Then he joined the other women at their extra large table.

	“Hey, we missed you yesterday, Sissy. Where were you?” one of them asked.

	They missed him? Sure! “I took the day off,” he replied.

	“Any special reason?” she asked.

	He shook his head. There was no way he wanted to give any indication of what he had really done. “No, I just took a day to relax and visit a bit.”

	“Recovering from your divorce!” another woman stated with certainty.

	Chad was shocked. That wasn’t the real reason at all. “Um…” he searched for a good answer.

	“It’s okay! Divorces can take their toll. I aught to know!” yet another woman chimed in. A few of the women laughed.

	“Hey!” said still another one. “My sister called me last night. And she went to the mall yesterday, and you wouldn’t believe what she said she saw there.”

	“What?” someone asked.

	“Well, she said there was some guy there, dressed up as the most ridiculous sissy thing you could imagine! She even said she saw some diapers under his dress!”

	Chad wanted to crawl into a big hole and hide.

	“What was he doing there?” someone asked her?

	“I don’t know. She just said that she saw him outside curtseying to everyone and then later walking through one of the big department stores. I don’t know anything else. But can you imagine someone dressing like that? In the mall of all places?” There were more than a few chuckles from around the table.

	“One of your friends, Sissy?” one of the women asked Chad.

	“Uh…” He shook his head. Lying was clearly the best option here. “Nobody I know,” he replied nervously.

	“Well,” the woman replied, “probably not anyway. You at least dress a whole lot better. I like that dress by the way.”

	Chad glanced down at his dress again. “Thanks.” Whew! He had hoped to never hear about his trip to the mall again. And now one of the women had brought it up here! He just hoped that nobody really connected him with being there.

	Mel shook hands with her client and led him all the way to the outside door. She reassured him once again that everything would be fine and that she was on top of his situation. When the door had closed behind him, she turned back toward Andrea. “Business is definitely up,” she said as she shook her head. “It seems like everyone wants to sue everyone else.”

	Andrea picked up some of the work folders on her desk that she had yet to work on. “You don’t have to tell me!” She dropped the folders and just let them fall back onto the pile. Then she pointed at some envelopes and a small box on her desk. “Mail’s in early today. I think that package you were still waiting for got here.”

	Mel walked over and picked it up. It was covered with heavy plain wrapping, she could tell nothing. “Thanks,” she said as she grabbed both the box and the pile of mail that Andrea had left for her. She carried them back to her office where she closed the door. The pile of envelopes she dropped on her desk out of the way, the box she set right in front of her. She grabbed her scissors and began opening the package. Almost hesitantly, she peeled back the plain brown wrapping to see the box underneath. The word “Aneros” jumped out at her. With a last glance at her door to make sure it was closed, she set the box down and opened it. Inside, she found the oddly shaped device that was designed to make milking him easier. Unlike the “toys” she had received yesterday, this one inspired no sexual interest for herself, but she did wonder if he would receive any pleasure from it.

	Odd, that he was becoming so responsive to being toyed with in his anal cavity. She had totally denied him any pleasure from the place where he should be receiving all his pleasure – his male appendage. She had totally denied him that ability. So was this new form of sex for him more like a female pleasure? She wasn’t him and she wasn’t male, so she had no way of really knowing. But just the act of him being penetrated instead of him doing the penetrating certainly seemed totally feminine. She wondered briefly if he could get multiple orgasms from this kind of sex – like a woman could from normal sex. Of course, to the best of her knowledge, he hadn’t had a single orgasm yet. She didn’t even know if such a thing was possible. But either way, it was another case of maleness denied. And that thought brought a tingle to her dampening sexual region.

	Chad could barely hear Robin typing on her keyboard in her cubicle next door. She was busy. He opened the spreadsheet for the bet that he kept on his desktop. He found today’s date and stared at it. Thirty one days to go. Another month. One more full month before he would get the chance to prove that he could still control himself. Would he make it? He had to! A surge of confidence ran through him. He would make it! He was absolutely sure of that. She might play her little games with him on the weekends, but here at work he could work, and work hard, at not only maintaining, but also building that control that would let him win. She had no chance!

	He looked at yesterday’s date – Monday. He had no timing to fill in there. He had never once been able to hold back a single second all day yesterday… or Sunday… or Saturday either. Or Friday night for that matter! No wonder he was having so much trouble today. He was fairly sure he remembered being able to hold back for twenty-nine minutes on Friday while he was at work though, so he filled in that space.

	The three empty spaces where he had no time to fill in bothered him though. Three empty spaces that represented three very long, very hard, very humiliating days. He didn’t really want to think about those days, but he couldn’t help it. Three days wearing only a single diaper at a time with just two hours each time to make it leak. How had he managed it? Unbelievably, he had. Three days of acting all the time like the biggest sissy baby flake he could possibly imagine – Mel’s sissy vision of him. And having to use nothing but that stupid high-pitched voice? He was really glad he was at work now where he wouldn’t have to worry about it… at least not till he got home later tonight.

	For three full days she had literally pounded sissyness into him. Forced him to act in ways he still couldn’t believe. Forced him to look at himself over and over again – and finally see himself for what he really was, a sissy. Because even though he “kind-of” labeled himself that in the past, deep down, he had always denied it. He had still clung desperately onto his male chauvinistic attitudes. But could he do that anymore? He thought again about his trip to the mall yesterday, not to mention his trip to the gym. No, he really couldn’t, or shouldn’t think of himself as a male anymore. So many people had seen him, up close, behaving like the total sissy that Mel had made him. Even though he had lied to the women in the break room, if anyone ever asked if that was him doing those things, there would be no way he could really deny it. He had done them. He was that sissy!

	Could he ever think of himself as being a male again? His eyes caught sight of the skirt of his colorful dress. Disgusted with his thoughts, he quickly closed the spreadsheet. He didn’t dare think about it anymore.

	 


Chapter 32 (Tuesday – week 5 Part 3 of 6)

	Mel sat at the table and watched as Gloria threaded her way through the restaurant toward their table. She put a big smile on her face as her friend finally sat down.

	“Whew! I think the traffic gets worse every day!” Gloria exclaimed.

	“I know what you mean,” Mel replied. She stared awkwardly at her friend, not knowing what to say. The silence between them mounted since neither one of them knew quite where to start. Fortunately, the waitress was there quickly to take their order.

	When the waitress had left, Gloria was the first to break the silence. “You didn’t order much,” she noted.

	Mel shrugged. “Sissy will be cooking for me tonight. It’s always diet recipes, but I’m still afraid to eat much anywhere else. His cooking is always sooo good!” she added quickly. That statement brought the subject of conversation close enough to some of the things she wanted to tell Gloria. She blushed ever so slightly as she continued, “It’s not just the baby thing you were talking about yesterday,” she began. “Yeah, I do like it and it does turn me on… but that’s really more his thing than mine.”

	“His thing? So what’s your thing?”

	The waitress was suddenly back, setting cups of coffee down in front of each of them. Mel picked her cup up and sipped at it, more to delay and collect her thoughts than from want of something to drink.

	“My thing?” Mel finally said. Her face seemed to light up as she pictured him the way she loved him in her mind – in his maid’s uniform. “My thing… It’s… It’s like having the perfect personal servant. One who’s absolutely attentive to my every little need. And he cooks… like a dream! And he cleans the house… like a dream! And he’s so sensitive. I mean, he really listens to me – as if he’s really interested in what I have to say. Most of the guys I’ve ever gone out with, in fact none of them, have never been like that.”

	Gloria was suddenly feeling more than a bit jealous. Her description was more like every woman’s dream… except for him being a total flake! She wanted to ask again if Mel loved him, but she didn’t bother. No matter what the situation really was, Mel would only deny it. “So he makes the perfect little maid?” she finally replied.

	Mel only nodded as she took another sip from her coffee.

	“I know you don’t want to hear this Mel,” Gloria continued softly, “but that still isn’t any reason for me to do what you want me to do with him. And like I said before, I’m not going to do it.” She was afraid that Mel might get angry again. Fortunately, she only saw Mel take a deep breath.

	“I know,” Mel replied sadly. “But still, there’s got to be some way you can help me.”

	Gloria shook her head. “None that I can see. Are you going to let me have him to myself for a little while so I can put my own demons to rest?”

	That was the last thing the Mel wanted. There was too much of a chance that Gloria would undo everything else that she had already done to him. She shook her head. “No. Can’t do it.”

	“I was afraid of that,” Gloria replied disappointedly.

	Mel didn’t walk out, and neither did Gloria, but they both pointedly stayed well away from any conversation that had anything to do with Chad for the rest of their lunch.

	Chad approached the door to the gym and paused. Yesterday he had made his debut here as a complete and total sissy – acting in ways that he never imagined he ever would… or could. So many people had watched him – closely. He felt embarrassed just thinking about it now. Could he make himself go in there again? Ever? With a mental sigh, he knew he had no choice. There was no way around it. With a courage that he didn’t really possess, he grabbed the door handle and opened it, and forced himself to go inside.

	The beaming look of joy on the receptionist’s face was almost more than he could stand. “Sissy!” she exclaimed excitedly. She was looking at him, waiting. He knew he had no other option. He dropped a courtesy and said, “Hello, how are you?”

	“Much better now that you’re here,” she replied. Her face darkened slightly. “That curtsey wasn’t nearly as much fun as the ones you were doing yesterday.”

	What? The ones he did yesterday? He wasn’t about to do one of those again – if he could help it. “Um… I’m dressed a bit differently today,” he replied.

	Her lips puckered a bit in frustration. “Yeah, I can see that.” Her face brightened again. “But can’t you do one for me anyway? Just so I can see it again?”

	Ugh! Why? He didn’t really want to do it.

	She saw him pausing and added, “Cassie says that you’re supposed to do anything I tell you to.”

	Double ugh! And worse, he knew without a doubt that if he didn’t do what she wanted then word would get back to Mel, and that would mean trouble! Big trouble! He instantly did his best to curtsey flamboyantly for her, despite the dress he was wearing and the purse over one arm and the diaper bag over his other shoulder. It just wasn’t the same. But he was happy to see her smiling and giggling anyway. He was about to ask if she would go find Cassie now, but he didn’t get the chance.

	She leaned over toward him, then cast a quick glance around to see if anyone else was near. Her voice came out as a giggling whisper. “Can I see your diapers again?” she asked. Chad couldn’t believe it. She had really asked to see his diapers. And worse, he knew he had no choice but to show them to her. Dropping his diaper bag and purse down on the floor next to him, he quickly looked around then lifted his skirt, just far enough so that she could see the bottom of his pantyhose covered girdle underneath.

	“Oh pooh!” she exclaimed. They’re all covered up.

	He nodded. “Sorry,” he replied as he dropped his skirt back down.

	“Maybe some other time,” the receptionist replied with a sigh. “I’ll go get Cassie for you.”

	Chad was grateful that she was leaving. He had a feeling that she might become a major pain from now on.

	“Hi Sissy,” Cassie said as she and the receptionist walked up.

	“Hi Cassie,” Chad replied, dropping a polite curtsey to her before he picked up his purse and diaper bag again.

	Cassie looked at him funny. “She said that she’s disappointed that she can’t see your diapers today,” Cassie said, referring to the receptionist and trying to prolong the conversation a bit.

	Chad shrugged. “I’m dressed for work today.”

	Cassie nodded knowingly. “Did Mel tell you that you can talk like that?” she asked.

	Chad was flabbergasted! She wanted him to use sissy talk? Here? Again? Now? Unfortunately she was glaring at him all too seriously. He dropped his bags on the floor again and dropped another curtsey. “Sowwy, Cassie,” he replied contritely in his high-pitched sissy voice. The receptionist giggled uncontrollably.

	Cassie felt satisfied. She hated making him do it, but Mel had called her to specifically ask her to watch out for how he was speaking. And she knew that Mel would call her later and follow up. “Okay, Sissy. “Let’s go get your diapers changed.”

	As Chad picked up his bags again, he wished that Cassie hadn’t said out loud what she was going to do. It used to be so much more private and easier when nobody else knew. The thought of no way to deny it, rang through is head once again. So many people had seen for themselves!

	As he followed Cassie back through the room of exercising women, a few of them waved at him. “Hi, Sissy,” one of them called teasingly. Chad didn’t stop walking but he did smile shyly at her and waved a few of his fingers. He was ever so glad to get out of sight again in the back office – with the door closed behind him.

	“They’re still talking about yesterday,” Cassie said as he started to get undressed. “Nice dress by the way.”

	Chad momentarily stopped what he was doing. “Thanks,” he replied, referring to his dress. “I’ve had a few nice comments about it today already. What are they saying about yesterday?”

	Cassie shrugged. “Let’s just say they’re still pretty excited about it. You’re all the buzz.”

	Ugh! “I can believe it!” But what could he do about it? Nothing!

	Getting out of his dress, pantyhose, and girdle, took a few minutes, but he finally was able to carefully peel off his plastic panties to expose his diapers and lay down on the floor in front of her. She handed him one of the baby bottles full of Mel’s green tea that she had pulled out of his diaper bag. He put it to his lips automatically and started sucking on it.

	Cassie started peeling off his diapers. “Wow, you’re wetter than usual today,” she commented as she pulled the tapes open on the second one.

	“Too much to drink,” Chad said before he went back to working on his bottle.

	Cassie cleaned him up quickly, noticing as she did so that his penis inside of his chastity device was still as tiny as it was last week. And still no reaction to all her attention to that area as she was cleaning him. No sense in even trying anything else with it. “Okay, roll over,” she said. “Let’s get your backside now.”

	This was the part that Chad really enjoyed and looked forward to – lately. He didn’t know why, but he just accepted now that he did. He rolled over onto his stomach so that Cassie could play with his backside again.

	Cassie cleaned his bottom, then poured a generous amount of baby lotion into her hands. The moment she began messaging it into his backside, Chad let out a small moan of pleasure. “Scrunch up,” she told him. Chad pulled his knees up under him, raising his backside up into the air where she could get at it better. She reached into a nearby desk drawer and pulled out the toy that she kept there for him now. A moment later, that too was well lubed with the baby lotion.

	She pressed her well lubed finger up against his tiny asshole and saw him almost start to push back against her finger, but he stopped, waiting for her. She pushed harder and her finger slipped inside. Just a little bit at first. She worked that much around a bit, knowing that he was enjoying the sensation, then she pushed her finger all the way in. He shuddered and buried his head under his arms.

	She grabbed the ribbed dildo she used on him and, slipping her finger out of him, gently pushed the tip of it up against his hole. He arched his back and pulled his head up, waiting for it… wanting it. She didn’t disappoint him. Gently and slowly, she pushed it forward into him.

	One by one, Chad felt the ribs of her toy slowly pushing into him. He no longer cared about why he loved it so much, maybe it was because Mel had rendered him incapable of any other form of sex. He only knew that he loved the sensation. He felt her pulling it back out, ever so slowly, then pushing it back in again. More! He wanted more! And he wanted the sensation to go on forever!

	Ever so gradually, Cassie increased the speed of her thrusts, till he was pushing and pulling right along with her, eventually doing most of the work while she held the toy still. She saw him trying harder and harder to gain even more pleasure from it, but there was no additional pleasure to be had. She saw him finally realize that and slow down, finally stopping. She pulled the dildo out of him and watched as he seemed to deflate under her, his knees still pulled up to his chest underneath him.

	With a soft moan of frustration, he rolled back over again and grabbed his bottle. His eyes were shut against the frustration as he put the thing to his mouth and started drinking again. If only he could get there! If only he could get the kind of relief from his ever aching sexual frustration that he so desperately needed. But the more he thought about what it was that he was trying to do, and how he was trying to get that relief, the more he realized just how impossible it probably was. So disappointing!

	Cassie opened the jar of suppositories and pretended to pull one out. She realized she probable didn’t even need to bother pretending because his eyes were shut. He wasn’t watching anyway. She stuck her finger up inside of him as if pushing one of the little devils up there. His eyes popped open momentarily. They closed again as soon as she pulled back out of him. There was a slight look of annoyance on his face. She couldn’t blame him.

	Chad worked on his bottle, his mind now moving away from unpleasant thoughts to more positive ones… like finally getting something solid to eat. A hamburger! A big, juicy hamburger! That’s what he wanted. With a ton of fries and a drink that wasn’t in a baby bottle. As he felt Cassie pulling the second diaper into place and taping it closed he was trying to decide – where was the best place to get the biggest, juiciest, best hamburger in the city?

	Gloria walked around the little room where she worked with most of her customers one-on-one. Dust cloth in hand, she wiped down the furniture and decorations that made the room warm and inviting. Her next client was due in any minute now, but working with another client wasn’t the foremost thing on her mind. Mel was. Actually, Mel and Chad.

	Mel was still going to be her friend, no matter what. She realized that now and she was relieved. But their relationship was still very strained – because of Chad. Mel was still pushing her to hypnotize him and reset the desires within him that would ensure her to win their bet. She, herself, also wanted to hypnotize him, but for a totally different reason – she was still worried about what she had already done to him. She had gone along with Mel’s games gladly… willingly… in the beginning. But after finding out how hard Chad was fighting against them, she knew how wrong she had been to do any of it.

	They both wanted to hypnotize him again, only for different reasons. Her question now was, how could she possibly get Chad alone for a while – to work with him, to get answers out of him. Answers that she desperately wanted to know. Could she call him somehow? Ask him to come in for a special session? But she didn’t even have his phone number. He was Mel’s friend and he always came with her. Besides, doing something like that would be like sneaking around behind Mel’s back. And that wasn’t right – either.

	So how was she going to get her answers if Mel wasn’t going to let him be alone with her? The outer door opening brought her back to where she needed to be. She walked out to warmly greet her next client.

	“Thanks Cassie. I owe you one,” Mel said just before hanging up her phone. She sat back in her chair and stared at her office ceiling. Just as she suspected, Chad had not used his new sissy voice when he went to the gym. Actually, she never once doubted that he would use his regular voice. But that wasn’t the point. This was more like yet another way to deny him something male. In this case, the use of his male voice… actually the use of anything except his very sissy voice since he wasn’t allowed to pronounce certain letters when he spoke. The thought of her denying him yet something else masculine sent a small thrill through her. Very small, but it was still there.

	Her mind flashed back to the strained lunch she had shared with Gloria. Gloria was still unwilling to help. It would be so easy for her to simply hypnotize him again and make him believe that he really did want to be incontinent. And he did want it! She knew that for a fact. She just didn’t really understand why he was fighting it, and her, so hard.

	Speaking of which, she had put him through a lot for the last few days. She liked her idea of putting him in only one diaper all the time and then giving him only two hours to make it leak. And since she had checked him continually to make sure he was wetting all the time, there was no way he could hold back at all. But was it working? Was it helping? Was it having any affect at all on him? She had no way of knowing.

	Once again she thought of Gloria. Gloria could find out for sure. Hypnotized, he would certainly tell the truth. If he were hypnotized, she could find out for sure if all her measures were having any affect on him. She could find out if her methods were removing any of his control at all. But Gloria… Ugh! How was she going to get her stubborn friend to help?

	She forced her mind back to Chad and the fact that he did not use his sissy voice at the gym today. She had been totally right in her figuring that he would speak normally there… as well as everywhere else, she was sure. Maybe she couldn’t control him at work, but there were other things she could do to enforce… or force him… to speak the way she wanted him to at other times.

	And the first thing to do was to add some punishment! She opened up her email program and began typing.

	 


Chapter 32 (Tuesday – week 5 Part 4of 6)

	Chad knew he shouldn’t have had that extra large coke with his lunch. It was way too much. Especially after the baby bottle he had finished in Cassie’s little office. Now he was peeing like crazy every few minutes again, and holding back was harder than ever. But the burger and fries had been especially good. A meal to remember! Because of the tight waist cincher he was wearing, he hadn’t been able to even come close to finishing it. But that didn’t matter, his stomach was certainly full now, and he had really enjoyed it. Every solid bite!

	The email notification flashed on the bottom of his screen and he clicked on it. He was a bit surprised to see the email was from Mel.

	Sissy!

	You didn’t speak in your new sissy voice at the gym today. And I’m very sure you’re probably not using it anywhere else. That’s two more demerits added to the one you already have today – thee total – so far! Be prepared for a very painful evening!

	You are not to use anything but your new sissy voice. Anywhere! Anytime!

	Chad closed the email before anyone could walk up behind him and see it. More punishment tonight. Oh great! Just what he needed! Or rather just what Mel thought he needed. Yeah right, like he was really going to go around talking like a stupid fool all the time. No chance!

	Well, she had beaten him before, and she would probably do it again… in fact, she was going to do it again. He knew he’d cry a bit, probably a lot. Then he’d do his best to act as good as he could for her – while he was with her. But there was no way that he could talk like a sissy everywhere. She had to be crazy if she thought he actually would!

	His eye caught sight of the icon on his desktop for the spreadsheet where he kept track of his bet progress. He opened it yet again. So far, he wasn’t making very good progress today. But things always got much better later in the afternoon. Hopefully, today would be no different.

	He glanced down the list of reasons he had put on the sheet for winning the bet. Self-respect, friends, and a life were at the top. But he was a sissy. He couldn’t deny that now. Not at all. She had shown him that this weekend, over and over again. And then she had made him demonstrate it all too convincingly to other people – in public! Did he deserve any of the things on his list? After what he had done yesterday, did he deserve self-respect? He thought about that for a while and finally decided. Yes he did want it. He wanted all of it. But then, he also wanted his sissy life too. He was living the dream – and then some. He wanted it all. But all was just too much conflict. Too many things that didn’t fit together. Yet he did want to be able to hold his head up again and be proud of himself… for something. So he had to win this bet!

	He glanced at the list again. A pool table, new TV, nice furniture. A place of his own that he could be proud of! A place that others would envy. That’s what he wanted. He thought again about having someone design such a place for him… but who? Sandy was still the only thought that came to mind.

	Disappointed, he closed the spreadsheet again. He glanced at the flowers on his desk. Having them there made him feel a bit funny. Guys didn’t usually have flowers on their desks… and they didn’t usually have anyone send them flowers. But he had flowers. Mel had sent them to him last week. But then, he wasn’t a man anymore. He was nothing but a big sissy.

	“Hey Chad. Ready?”

	He glanced up to see Robin at the entrance to his cubicle. “Ready for what?”

	“For break, dummy.”

	“Oh.” He got up from his chair, took a moment to adjust his dress, and followed her out. He was halfway up the hallway before he even realized that he hadn’t given not going with her a second thought. Oh well. He would have only wound up going anyway.

	The break room was getting crowded as they entered. He had to stand in a fairly long line behind Robin, waiting to get his coffee. Coffee that he knew he didn’t need, or even want to drink. It would be even more liquid in his system that he would have to get rid of. Maybe he could just pretend to sip on it and not really drink much.

	He finally got to grab a cup and fill it. He turned away from the coffee to follow Robin. He looked up at where he was going, and locked eyes with Derek who had just joined the back of the line. He immediately felt his face flush. To get to the table all the women were sitting at, meant that he would have to walk uncomfortably close to his old friend… or else go completely around the room in the opposite direction. There was really no other choice.

	He headed for the table, but he couldn’t tear his eyes off of Derek’s face. They got closer. Almost talking distance now. Closer still. He wanted to walk right past Derek, not say anything at all, but it was as if his body stopped of its own accord. Blushing, he looked down at the floor. “Hi,” he said simply.

	“How are you… Sissy?” Derek replied,

	Chad looked up again. It almost hurt to hear Derek refer to him with his new sissy name. “Okay,” he answered simply.

	“You look nice today,” Derek continued.

	Chad glanced down at his dress. “Thanks. I’ve been getting lots of compliments on this dress today.” Chad saw what looked like a slightly startled look on Derek’s face and he saw him glancing down and looking at his dress more carefully. Chad realized then that Derek probably hadn’t really noticed much about the dress at all. Like most guys, himself included, Derek had only really noticed the over impression.

	“Yeah, nice,” Derek said about the dress.

	There was an awkward pause between them. Chad finally held up his cup a bit. “Well, I gotta go,” he said as he glanced at the table full of women, all too many of which were watching him and Derek.

	“Yeah, of course,” Derek replied. “See you around.”

	“Yeah, see you around,” Chad replied and took a step away.

	“Sissy…” Chad stopped and turned back to him.

	“Um… Do you want to join us instead?”

	Chad was shocked. He thought about it briefly and quickly rejected the idea. “No,” he replied. “Maybe some other time.”

	“Some other time,” Derek repeated – almost sadly.

	Chad walked away, straight to the table full of women and pulled up a chair to sit among them. He felt safer here with them now. More relaxed. It was like this was where he belonged.

	“What did he want?” someone asked him, sounding fairly excited.

	“He asked me if I wanted to sit with them,” Chad replied.

	“So why didn’t you?” someone else asked. “He is your friend! Or at least he used to be!”

	Chad shook his head. “I’m not… comfortable with doing that yet.”

	“Well, Honey,” someone else spoke up. “You’re going to have to deal with it sooner or later. There’s women in this world, and there’s men. And we’ve all got to eventually deal with both flavors!”

	Chad stopped at the light on his way home from work and shifted uncomfortably in his seat. His diapers were very wet and messy again. Way too wet. He hoped they hadn’t started leaking yet. Fortunately though, the mess didn’t seem to be as bad today. But then he hadn’t had much to eat for the last few days, at least not till his lunch today. He wasn’t looking forward to that mess when it finally came out of him.

	As he waited for the light to change, his cell phone rang. He quickly fished it out of his purse before the light could change again. “Hello?”

	“Sissy!” Mel’s angry voice said. “Why didn’t you answer with you’re sissy voice? “You know I don’t want you speaking any other way – ever!”

	Chad was so surprised that he almost missed driving again as the car in front of him pulled way ahead. “But Mistress,” he replied, this time carefully using his new voice. “I didn’t know it was you.”

	“It doesn’t matter!” Mel almost yelled back angrily. “Only sissy talk! All the time! That’s another demerit on top of the three you already have!”

	Ugh! Another demerit. More beatings! There would be no arguing with her. He made a mental note to be more careful about checking to see who was calling before he answered his phone from now on. “Yes, Mistress,” he answered – regretfully.

	“Go home,” she ordered. “Get cleaned up, and call me when you get out of the shower – before you put your diaper on! That’s if I’m not already there. I should be home fairly soon.”

	“Yes, Mistress,” Chad replied yet again. The connection broke suddenly. He set his phone down inside his purse while he was still driving. It didn’t sound like tonight was going to be a fun night at all!

	Mel felt fortunate to get out of the office as early as she did. She carried the box with the Aneros in it up to her apartment and stuck it away in one of her drawers. Then she went out again, directly over to Chad’s apartment. She opened the door and immediately heard the shower running. Good. She had gotten there before he could get dressed again. “Are you almost done in there yet, Sissy?” she called out as she entered his bathroom.

	Chad was shocked to hear someone else in his apartment. Fortunately it was Mel, although he hadn’t heard her enter. “Just a sec!” he said as he quickly turned the water off. It felt good to be clean again, especially to have the mess in his diaper gone. The other part, the wetness, he didn’t really mind so much. In fact, he usually liked it. He stepped out of the shower to see Mel leaning up against the doorway of his bathroom. She was staring at him and smiling. The smile he took as a good sign. “Hello, Mistress,” he said, carefully using his sissy voice as he grabbed a towel and started drying himself off.

	“Hi, Sissy,” Mel replied with a hint of amusement in her voice. She watched him as he dried himself off carefully. It didn’t take long since he had kept his head and hair dry. She noticed again that his hair needed a bit of a trim job and made another mental note to ask Cassie to touch it up for him.

	His towel worked its way down his body, then carefully around his chastity device. She noticed how gingerly he seemed to dry himself off there – very carefully. Then he moved on. “Does that thing work anymore?” she asked, still staring at his chastity device.

	He looked up puzzled. “What thing?”

	She walked over to him and reached out, grabbing the device and tugging on it a bit. She saw no reaction from his trapped penis inside. “This thing,” she said.

	“The chastity device? Yeah, it works, believe me!”

	“No, I meant the tiny little thing inside there. Does it still work anymore?”

	That surprised him. “I don’t know. I guess it does. But I haven’t given it much thought for a while now. But then I don’t try to get “bigger” anymore so it’s not too bad.”

	Mel nodded and took a closer look, trying to see more of his penis inside. But she couldn’t see much. She let go of the device and backed off to the doorway again. Chad finished drying himself off. “One diaper again,” she said as he finished. Chad silently groaned. As soon as the diaper was in place, Mel glanced at her watch. “Two hours, Sissy. You know the drill. Wear your uniform tonight, you’re making dinner. And maybe this time I’ll even let you eat some of it. Maybe!” She turned then and left him, and went back to her own apartment.

	Chad stood still for a moment and stared at the empty doorway where she had been standing. Another two hours. He was tired of this game! If it wasn’t for the fact that she kept checking his diapers all the time to make sure he kept wetting himself, he would try to hold back, at least a bit each time. But he never knew when she was going to check again. In fact, she might even expect to see him wet before he got to her apartment. Realizing that, he forced himself to relax all those muscles again, the way they had been for the last three days. It felt strange for a while as he began dressing himself, but all too quickly, it felt normal again.

	 


Chapter 32 (Tuesday – week 5 Part 5 of 6)

	Mel glanced at her clock, then at Sissy working in the kitchen. He still had plenty of time left to make his diaper leak, but that didn’t really concern her so much. She really just liked seeing him working in his maid’s uniform. She felt nothing but calm satisfaction every time she looked at him that way. It felt so good to have someone like Sissy around to take care of everything the way she wanted it. And his cooking certainly wasn’t bad either. The smell of dinner almost ready confirmed that fact.

	She saw him pull two plates out of the cabinet and put them on the counter. The table was mostly all set – for one – her! She watched as he started dishing something out onto one of the plates. She got up from her seat and walked into the kitchen where she could watch him closer.

	Chad glanced up from what he was doing to see Mel walking into the kitchen. “It’s almost ready, Mistress,” he said as he finished putting a baked potato on each plate.

	“I’m not rushing you,” she said. “I just want to watch.” She watched, fascinated, as he cut the potatoes and opened them just a bit to let the steam out. He grabbed a frying pan off of the stove and carried it over to the plates where he carefully dished out two portions of the green beans that were cooking in it. The beans were mixed with something else that made them look and smell really good. “That smells good, Sissy,” she noted as he finished dishing them out. She almost giggled as he silently dropped a half curtsey to her with the pan still held in one hand.

	He walked over to the oven, opened the door and pulled out a pan with one of the potholders from the nearby drawer. He set the pan containing two chicken breasts on the counter and carefully dished one onto each plate. The pan then went into the sink. He grabbed another small pot from the stove and carefully poured some kind of thick white sauce over each of the chicken breasts. The dinner on the plates looked fabulous!

	Chad set the pot back on the stove. “He curtseyed just a bit. “It’s ready, Mistress,” he told her. He was pleased to see the big smile on her face before she turned and sat down at the table. He set her plate in front of her and stood back out of the way.

	Mel cut a piece from the meat in front of her and stuck it in her mouth. Heavenly! She never looked at him at all as she suddenly demanded, “Back on your perch, Sissy!”

	Chad nearly died. That wasn’t the reaction he had expected from her at all. He was sure that she liked what he had cooked, he just hadn’t been expecting to be ordered back into his corner again. Before leaving the kitchen, he quickly grabbed his latest baby bottle and took a long swig from it, almost to delay having to face the corner again as much as for the liquid the bottle would add to his system. He walked over to his corner and with his head held down, stepped up onto the bar with one foot, then the other. The damn perch almost pushed him solidly into the corner. He could see nothing, only the blurred vision of blank walls. He closed his eyes as he let out a disheartened sigh.

	The meal was delicious, as it usually was. She glanced at him yet again as he stood on his perch in the corner. Yes, she was enjoying this, every bit of it. Well, most of it. She would have to punish him severely later for all his demerits – four of them. She didn’t really enjoy that part so much. But he had to learn!

	She stared at him, standing in the corner, almost no movement from him – anymore. The perch had certainly helped with that. He was supposed to be wetting his diaper, making it leak. But was he? Standing there like that, he couldn’t drink anything to keep himself peeing. That was going to be a problem – not that she’d go any easier on him because of it, she didn’t dare! If she was going to win this bet, then she could never slack off. She had to be completely unmerciful as far as his peeing went.

	But still, the question remained, how could he drink anything in the position he was in? He couldn’t! And that was a problem. One she would have to toss around in her brain for a while.

	His dinner was still on the kitchen counter where he had left it. She hadn’t given him time to put it into the refrigerator like she usually demanded. But that didn’t matter. Walking over to his plate, she picked up a knife and fork and went to work.

	Boring! Nothing to do. Just stand there without moving. His feet hurt a bit from the extreme angle they were locked into, but they didn’t feel too bad – yet. The only interesting relief he seemed to get was every time he peed. At least that was happening fairly often. The only problem there was that he wasn’t peeing very much at all each time, so it lasted only a brief moment. But still, it was coming out of him.

	He had been standing on his perch for a long time now. At least it felt that way. He had no way of really knowing how long had elapsed. Sometimes five minutes could feel like an hour, or more. He desperately wanted to move his feet. Get the blood moving in his ankles and calves again. Get some of the weight off of his toes! But the damn perch he was standing on made that too difficult.

	How long was she going to keep him here? Oh! He was peeing again! Done – all too quickly. But if he didn’t get something else to drink soon, would he keep peeing? He was starting to worry about that. She had to be finished with her dinner by now. He had been standing here for what felt like hours! What was she doing?

	He heard her then, walking up right behind him. He almost held his breath as he tried extra hard not to move a muscle. He felt her grabbing the skirt of his dress, pulling it up! He dared not move! Higher and higher she pulled it, her tugging rocking him around on his perch. Then he felt her hands running over his diaper, all over it. He felt her step away from him again.

	“Okay, Sissy. It’s time for your dinner now. Into your highchair.”

	Chad let out an audible sigh of relief as he worked his cramped muscles to get himself off of his perch and out of the corner. The skirt of his uniform was pulled up around his hips, he started to pull it down.

	“Leave it,” she ordered.

	He let go of his dress. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, dropping hold of the material. Why? He started for the kitchen.

	“Wait a minute,” she stopped him. She walked over to him and grabbed the skirt of his dress again and pulled it all the way up, as far is it would go. She stepped back again with a smile on her face. “That’s better. Now I can see your diaper when it starts to leak.” She glanced at the clock again. “You’re running out of time, Sissy.”

	He dropped another quick curtsey, “Yes, Mistress.” How was he supposed to make his damn diaper leak if she didn’t let him keep drinking something? He walked stiffly into the kitchen to where his highchair was, his legs still protesting from the long time he had spent standing on that stupid bar. The tray of the chair was already off so he just had to climb up into the seat. Mel put the tray in place, then tied a big bib around his neck. She brought him two baby bottles, one half full from while he had been cooking dinner and the other one a new one. Then she finally brought him his dinner and set it in front of him. Chad stared at his plate, not believing what he saw. She had cut everything up into the tiniest little pieces he could imagine, and then mixed everything all together. Everything was so small, he couldn’t hardly tell one type of food from the next! He looked up at her, disbelief in his eyes.

	“Enjoy your dinner,” she said with an amused smirk as she walked off, leaving him there alone.

	Chad stared back at his plate. He looked around at the tray locked in front of him. Not even the usual rubber coated baby spoon to eat with. He would have to use nothing but his fingers to eat with again. There were little globs of something soft and white mixed with everything on the plate. The baked potato he guessed, mashed up and also mixed with the sauce from the chicken. He reached out and tried to pick some of it up. It was difficult to grab any of it. He tried to put it into his mouth, but using only his fingers, some of it dripped on his chin. “Oh great!” he mumbled to himself. “Just like a baby!”

	His whole meal was that way, messy and difficult to eat with just his hands. He tried hard to not make a mess, but it was clearly impossible. Overall though, it didn’t really taste all that bad. In fact, the flavor was rather good. But since it was all mixed together, he couldn’t really tell one flavor from the rest of it. At least it was better than baby food though. Much better!

	Mel walked back into the kitchen and nearly laughed at the mess his face and hands were. “What a baby!” she declared. It looked like he might have blushed a bit, but with all the food on his face, it was hard to tell. She walked right up to him and reached under his tray to feel his diaper. His time to make the diaper leak had been up – ten minutes ago, but she had left him for a while longer so he could keep eating. The diaper certainly felt soaked, but was it leaking? She couldn’t really tell with him in the chair and the tray in place.

	She glanced at the baby bottles, they were both empty. There was still food left on his plate, but he didn’t appear to be really eating anymore. “Are you finished?”

	“Yes, Mistress,” he replied. “I seem to be full again.” There was a hint of sadness in his voice, or was it frustration.

	She removed the plate and bottles from his tray. Then she wiped down his face and hands with a washcloth. She was amused at how relieved he seemed to be for her to do that. She took the tray away from in front of him. She could see his diaper clearly now. It looked soggy, but she could see no sign of it leaking. He got down, carefully, from his highchair. She was about to admonish him for his diaper not leaking, when something shiny in his chair caught her attention. She looked closer. It was wet! She actually felt relieved. “You leaked!” she said with a lot of satisfaction.

	That was news to Chad. He hadn’t been able to tell. “I did?” he asked completely surprised.

	“It sure looks like it to me,” she replied. “Don’t forget to wipe that up when you clean up the kitchen – later.”

	He curtseyed. “Of course, Mistress.” He still couldn’t believe it. He had actually managed to get his diaper leaking again. He was totally expecting to be punished for that – along with his other demerits. But maybe he wouldn’t get spanked with her lousy stick till later. And if he was really lucky, not even then! Hope surged through him.

	But his hope was quickly dashed. “Okay, Sissy. Get a fresh diaper and get over there. Let’s get this punishment out of the way. Four demerits! This is going to take a while.”

	Chad was totally crestfallen as he made his way to fetch another diaper. Forty swats from her stick! He wasn’t looking forward to it.

	“Sissy!” her voice rang from across the room. He turned toward her. “Better get a bunch of diapers and bring them here. If this is going to take a while, then we better protect the floor under you, incase you pee all over everything again.”

	He was a bit horrified at that thought, but unfortunately, he knew she was right, it could happen. He had done it before.

	A few minutes later, he was standing on several spread-open diapers, leaning up against the back of the chair. The skirt from his uniform was still pulled up high around him, totally exposing his now naked backside. His backside that was now sticking up, all too invitingly, making itself the perfect target for her wicked yardstick.

	Whap! The sudden swish and then painful sting caught him by surprise, even though he had been expecting it. He stood up straight and curtseyed to her. “Thank you, Mistress,” he said with a quiver in his sissy voice. Then he bent back over to do it all again. One down, thirty nine to go.

	“You know what, Sissy,” Mel said a few minutes later, right after she had delivered yet another stinging blow. He stood up, tears were running down his face now. He curtseyed and thanked her. She continued with her thought. “Since this is obviously going to take a while, and since we’ve gone to all the trouble to protect the floor…” He was leaning back over again, preparing himself for the next swat. “Then I think I want to see you losing control again and peeing while I’m spanking you.” Swish… Whap!

	Chad was trying to hold back on his crying, but he was audibly sobbing now. He stood up again, curtseyed and thanked her. Then he got back into his position. She wanted him to pee? While she was hitting him? He couldn’t believe it! Whap!

	“In fact, Sissy. If I don’t see you pee on the floor. Then I’ll add yet another ten strokes to your punishment.”

	He stood up, crying harder now. He curtseyed and tried to mumble his thank you. Now he had to pee on the floor? He just couldn’t believe it. But as he leaned over against the back of the chair again, he realized what she was really doing. Even during his punishments, she was making sure that he couldn’t hold back to try to control himself. She was making things harder and harder for him. Whap!

	He wasn’t sure of the count. He thought it was somewhere around thirty one or thirty two… he hoped. He was crying so hard that he couldn’t talk straight at all when he tried to thank her for the beating. His backside stung so badly now, that he was shaking all over. He felt like a miserable wreck. He leaned over against the chair again. Whap! Why couldn’t she hit him a little less hard once in a while? He stood up, and curtseyed.

	“Sissy!” Mel’s voice exclaimed before he could try to say anything. “You’re peeing!”

	He looked down. He was peeing, a little bit. He couldn’t even feel it!” He curtseyed again. “Yes, Mistress.” He hesitated before leaning back up against the chair, but the look in her eyes made him get ready again for the next swat. She did appear to be delighted again at seeing his embarrassing act.

	“At least we don’t have to add any more to your punishment now,” she said. “Almost there, Sissy. Just a few more to go.” Whap!

	 


Chapter 32 (Tuesday – week 5 Part 6 of 6)

	Chad groaned to himself just from looking at the seat of his highchair. He didn’t want to even think about sitting down, his backside hurt that badly. He was still sniffling and crying a bit from the long and terrible beating she had given him a little while ago. His backside felt horribly raw and tender. It still stung miserably – worse now because his fresh diaper was wet again – fortunately. As he wiped the seat off, he made another promise to himself to be more careful every time he answered his phone from now on. And from now on, anytime he went to the gym, he would remember to use his new sissy voice whenever he spoke. Every time! She wanted him to speak like a fool all the time, and she was certainly trying to enforce it!

	As he worked around the kitchen, he felt strange. Not just because of the beating he had just gotten, but also because she was making him keep the skirt of his dress pulled up so she could always see his diaper… and she seemed to be coming by more often than usual to check it. He was dressed normally from the waist up, but with just one diaper and his shoes on below his waist, things didn’t feel right.

	As he turned the tap on at the sink to start the dishes, he half hoped the running water would make him pee again, but unfortunately, he didn’t seem to get any reaction from it. But then, he really wasn’t expecting any. His mind didn’t always associate things the way it used to. Just like whenever he walked into a bathroom now or scrubbed her toilet. Seeing a toilet no longer prompted a need to pee in him at all. A fact he found fairly interesting. It was really much more normal for him now to use his diapers, something he didn’t even have to think about any more. It just happened. It was easy. And overall, he loved it. Mostly. He still wasn’t fond of messing them every day. Not one bit!

	When he had finished in the kitchen to his satisfaction – his satisfaction because he suspected that his own personal standards might be higher than hers, he walked around her apartment looking for things that needed to be done. He did very little. Nothing really needed dusting. Her carpet didn’t need to be vacuumed. She straightened up the items on the coffee table. But that was about it. There wasn’t really any need to get to the laundry yet. Maybe tomorrow, but certainly no need to start it yet.

	As he walked around her apartment, he noticed her watching him. She was sitting in her usual chair with her laptop on her lap – as usual. She certainly did bring home a lot of work every day. He didn’t envy her for that. He was glad that with his own job, once he was through for the day, that was it. But then, he had no doubt that she made more money than he did. Probably a ton more money.

	“What are you doing, Sissy?” she asked.

	He shrugged, then curtseyed. “Just looking for things that need to be taken care of,” he replied.

	She nodded, but still stared at him.

	“Do you want me to start your laundry tonight instead of tomorrow?” he asked.

	She seemed to think about it, then shook her head slightly. “No, don’t bother.”

	He nodded, then watched as she seemed to look around her apartment from where she was sitting.

	“I don’t see much that needs doing,” she commented. “Do you?”

	He didn’t really think about what he was doing as he dropped a little curtsey. “No, Mistress.”

	“Then go stand back in the corner again. I have work to do tonight and it can’t wait.”

	That wasn’t at all what he wanted to hear her say. He would have curtseyed to her again, reluctantly, but her head was already back into whatever she was working on. He headed slowly toward his corner again.

	“Sissy!”

	“Yes, Mistress?”

	“Make sure you take a good long drink from your bottle before you get onto that bar. I want you to keep peeing! Standing in the corner is no excuse.”

	This time he did curtsey. “Yes, Mistress.” His sigh wasn’t audible, but it could almost be felt. He grabbed his latest baby bottle and put it to his lips. Drinking from it long and hard. Not only trying to get the juice inside of it out, but also using it to delay getting back in the corner again.

	“Have you had enough to drink yet?” Mel’s voice asked, even though she didn’t look up from her work.

	He put the bottle down and curtseyed, even though she wasn’t looking. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied yet again.

	“Then where should you be?”

	“In the corner,” he replied as he made his way there. She made no reply at all. A minute later, he was stuck staring at two walls that were so close to his eyes, he couldn’t see anything – essentially making him blind. He had just gotten onto the bar, but already he wanted to move his feet, stretch his ankles, relieve the pressure on his toes. But he couldn’t. His hands were down at his sides – where they belonged, but he didn’t dare move them or even fidget his fingers too much. She always seemed to notice any little movement.

	For all intents and purposes, it was as if he was another appliance to her, a machine, like her vacuum machine. When it wasn’t needed, it was put away in the closet, and it didn’t move at all. Now, he was put away in his corner, and he couldn’t move either. Was that how she thought of him? Kind of like her vacuum cleaner? In his corner and out of the way? He sighed silently. That’s how he certainly felt.

	With nothing to do and no outside stimulation, his mind wandered – automatically focusing itself on “more interesting” things. Things that provided him with a lot of stimulation. Like Cassie’s toy that she used on him at lunchtimes. He really loved that. It felt so good. Mel had used something new on him yesterday. It has felt very different. He decided he liked Cassie’s toy better. Oh! Peeing again. Such an interesting sensation. Why couldn’t it last longer?

	Now, what had he been thinking about? Oh yeah, the difference between Cassie’s toy and Mel’s toy. Time seemed to change then, not that he really noticed since he wasn’t paying the least bit of attention to it anymore. His thoughts were instead locked onto the delicious feelings he had gotten from both devices. Every time he peed, it broke his train of lovely thoughts, even though he really didn’t mind it all that much since it was something other than pain that he could actually feel. But as soon as he was done peeing, his mind quickly reverted back into his lovely thoughts again.

	He nearly jumped out of his skin when he suddenly felt Mel’s hand’s grab the back of his diaper and then wander around to the front. He hadn’t even heard her coming!

	“Do you need another drink, Sissy?” she asked.

	A drink, whether he needed it or not, would give him a chance to move – and he probably did need the drink. How much time had passed? “Yes, Mistress,” he replied into the corner of the walls. “I could really use one.”

	“Then go get something. Then get back here right away.”

	Ugh! Coming back to the corner was the last thing he wanted to do. But at least he could move for a few minutes. He carefully pried himself out of the corner again. He curtseyed to her and thanked her, not really sure whether he should have curtseyed or not, but she seemed very pleased by his action. Then he quickly walked into the kitchen and found his baby bottle again. Relief! He could move around again. At least briefly.

	“Don’t take too long!” Mel’s voice warned as she sat back down with her laptop.

	Chad put the bottle to his mouth and began drinking. The bottle was almost finished. He quickly sucked the last of the juice out of it, then went to her refrigerator and pulled out yet another bottle, this one filled with her darn tea. The tea tasted bad, but it did make him pee a lot. He began drinking furiously while he walked around in circles in her kitchen to get the circulation back in his legs and feet again. Heaven – being able to move freely, while drinking his bottle. He almost laughed at how strange that sounded.

	“Sissy,” her voice called again.

	“I’m almost ready,” he called back desperately, not wanting to get back in her stupid corner again.

	Mel didn’t even look up from her work. “Make sure you grab your pacifier before you come back!”

	Chad rolled his eyes. It was always something stupid. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied as he briefly removed the nipple of the bottle from his mouth to speak. At least he would have something to suck on in the corner. He took a few more desperate, long pulls from his bottle, then went to grab his pacifier.

	Long before he was really ready, he was climbing back onto the damn bar of his perch again. Perched! Like a bird! And stuck there! Damn!

	Mel looked up from her work and stared at him. He wasn’t moving, he was just standing stuffed into the corner like he should be. She felt a certain amount of satisfaction from the fact that she was making him do it, but not a lot of satisfaction. She wondered what he thought about having to stand in the corner that way, especially for long periods of time like she was making him do tonight. For that matter, she wondered what he was thinking about while he stood there right now. She had no doubt that he didn’t like it at all, but that wasn’t her problem. Standing in the corner for a while wouldn’t hurt him at all. Not permanently anyway.

	The question arose in her mind about the state of his diapers. Was he continually making them wetter like he was supposed to do? She set her laptop aside and got up. He seemed to stiffen at her approach, but there was no real movement. She reached out and felt the back of his diaper. Yes, it felt wetter. She allowed her hand to run around to the front. It was wet too. The real difference however was in the crotch area. That was definitely wetter. Not saying another word, she went back to her seat, and back to work.

	Foreeeeverrr! That’s how it felt. He had no idea how long he had been standing there in his corner now. Occasionally, he could hear Mel quietly typing on her computer, but mostly, he heard nothing at all. He tried to find the very pleasant thoughts that had occupied his mind earlier, but he couldn’t manage to hold onto them very long at all. Nothing! Nothing! Nothing! The only pleasure he got was every time he peed, which fortunately was fairly often now… or at least he thought it was. It was hard to tell since he had no other input as to time.

	His toes had passed from discomfort to pain to numbness. His legs felt mostly numb too. When he wasn’t peeing, the only thing he had to think about was sucking on the pacifier in his mouth. And that didn’t provide a lot of interest. This only excitement had been when Mel had come over to check his diaper, but she hadn’t even said anything. No real help there either.

	He suddenly felt himself peeing again – the only interesting thing in his life. Was it a bit heavier this time? Maybe. Then it was done again. Boring! Nothing to occupy his mind again. But he suddenly felt a tiny tickle on the inside of his leg, just below his diaper. It was tiny, but it was there. He concentrated on it, mostly because it was something different. The tickle seemed to move – downward. He was so fogged from being in the corner with nothing else that it took him a moment to realize what was happening. He was leaking!

	He almost turned and called to Mel out loud, then he stopped himself. Did he dare? He wasn’t supposed to move or speak at all. Would she get mad if he did? He wasn’t in the mood for any further punishment tonight – at all! The trickle moved further down his leg. But he was also supposed to let her know the minute he started leaking. And the time had to be running out soon, or so he thought. Just standing in the corner like he was seemed like days more than hours. Did he dare?

	He took the chance. He wanted to move! “Mistress,” he said into the corner, through his pacifier, without moving anything else. Actually, what came out was only a muffled collection of noises.

	“Yes?” she asked.

	“I’m leaking.”

	Mel smiled and set her laptop aside. She glanced at the clock. Just over an hour and a half since she had put that diaper on him. Pretty good! “Okay, Sissy. Very good! Come out of there now and let’s get you changed. Chad was extremely glad to pry himself out of his corner again. Total relief! He just prayed she wouldn’t send him back there again.

	Mel led the way to her bathroom where she removed his diaper and cleaned him up. He was very glad when she pulled out a stack of the cloth diapers she kept for him. The multiple diapers meant that she was done with her diaper games for him for the night. Most likely, he would be allowed to go home, back to his own apartment shortly. After standing so long in the corner, he was ready to go home.

	Mel grabbed a jar of suppositories that she kept in her bathroom and shoved one up inside of him. Chad hated it, but said nothing. It was the usual nighttime routine now. Then she pinned three of the thickest nighttime diapers onto him and stretched a pair of plastic panties over them. The diapers were so thick that she had trouble getting the waistband of the panties up over the diapers. When Chad was finally allowed to stand back up again, the super thick diapers kept his legs spread extra wide apart. The bulk between his legs was extreme… and the diapers were still dry.

	“Pull your dress down now,” Mel ordered.

	Chad had almost forgotten that his skirt was pulled up high. He pulled it down, noticing again that he couldn’t get his legs together, or even close together.

	“Go home now, Sissy,” she said. “Wear your baby-doll top tonight. Make sure you drink three more bottles before you go to sleep! I’ll be in to check!”

	Three more bottles? But he realized that that was what she had been making him drink every night now. It looked like she was permanently increasing his nightly bottle count. He awkwardly curtseyed because of his thick diapers. “Yes, Mistress,” he acknowledged. He was just ready to get out of there.

	“See you tomorrow, Sissy. Goodnight,” she said kindly.

	He curtseyed. “Goodnight, Mistress.”

	 


Chapter 33 (Wednesday – week 5 Part 1 of 8)

	Her dreams were short and sweet, each one lasting only a few minutes. None of them seemingly related to each other. She dreamed of work, then nothing. She dreamed of love, then nothing. She dreamed of Sissy, then nothing. She dreamed of shopping, then nothing. She dreamed of the home she would someday have… with Sissy there to take care of it, then nothing. And again she dreamed of Sissy.

	Each dream was different. None of them related. But as the night wore on, more and more of her dreams included Sissy… or Chad. Or Chad-Sissy.

	Her dreams of Sissy gradually grew more disturbing as her conscious mind began injecting doubts and worries. Again and again she rolled over, throwing away the dream in favor of a new one. A better one. But the dreams kept coming. Some good, some not so good.

	The dreams of Sissy and the worries and doubts began returning, again and again. Her troubled feelings mounting with each succeeding dream. Worry, worry, worry! Upon worry, worry, worry! Till at last she rolled over one more time and glanced at her clock.

	With a groan, she forced her legs over the side of the bed and sat up. She brushed her long hair back off her face with both hands and pulled on it from the back for a moment, trying to clear her sleepy mind. With a sigh, she brought her hands back down to her lap and just sat. It was morning. Her alarm would be going off in a few minutes. She reached out and switched it off.

	Her mind seemed still fogged with sleep as she made her way to the kitchen to start the coffee brewing. She stared still half asleep at the coffee maker for a few moments before she found the brain-power to fill it with grounds and turn it on. But as she stood there, watching the coffee brew, her mind slowly began to regain its function. The smell of the freshly brewed coffee began to wake her up, bring her back to life. Her thoughts turned finally to the day ahead… and then to Sissy.

	Sissy! He would be up by now, probably long up! At least he better be up! She had set his alarm again last night while he was sleeping so he had no reason not to be up! She was always amazed at how soundly he slept every night. She wished she could do the same. She saw the coffee finish and she poured herself a cup. Mmmm! Wonderful. She carried it into her living room and curled up in her favorite chair. She had worked late last night on her laptop. Work got that way once in a while. It was just something she had accepted long before as part of the job.

	While she had worked, she had made Sissy stand in his corner. The thought of it amused her. She had made him stand there, unmoving, for a very long time, and he had managed it just fine. It amazed her how much power over him she held now. Yes, he still rebelled – a bit – but overall, she was firmly in control. It still surprised her how much pleasure she received from having him so firmly in her grasp – and making him do the most outrageous things – and denying him the ability to be… a man!

	And speaking of Sissy… She glanced at her clock. It wouldn’t be too long before he was due here again. She quickly finished the rest of her coffee and got up from her seat. It was time to throw some clothes on and make his breakfast. A baby-food breakfast! She giggled to herself at the thought.

	Chad stared at his face in the bathroom mirror. His makeup job was… acceptable. He toyed with the idea of creating a different look for himself, something different. Women did it all the time. But he quickly discarded the idea. It had taken him forever to learn how to do just what he did now, not to mention that he didn’t have a clue as to how to do anything else with his makeup. And besides, his look was… acceptable.

	His makeup was now done. He had already done his hair. He was already wearing his two diapers for the morning, along with plastic panties, a waist cincher, his overly tight and small all-in-one girdle, and his pantyhose. He hurried out to the kitchen where he grabbed his third and final baby bottle for the morning, this one, luckily, filled with apple juice. He started drinking it as he walked back toward his closet to decide what to wear.

	He opened his closet door and glanced around. The only clothes in it were women’s clothes. Mel had long ago removed every masculine item he had in his apartment and put them… somewhere. His eyes quickly fell on the two new pairs of slacks that he owned. A hint of a smile crept onto his face. He hadn’t been able to wear slacks in… days! He grabbed a pair and pulled them off of the hanger. Now, what top to go with them? His eyes fell on a pink short-sleeved top that was fairly stretchy. It would fit a bit tight, but it was made to do that. And after wearing his colorful dress to work yesterday, the pink top actually seemed tame. He pulled it down too.

	The pants fit tighter around his hips than the previous pairs that he had owned – much tighter. But he didn’t think they were too bad. Heck, the women in the break room had all said that he needed better fitting pants, and from everything he could see, these did fit a lot better. He stared at the front crotch. He couldn’t tell from looking at it that he was wearing diapers underneath it all, but… well… he wasn’t really sure, but he didn’t think it looked totally feminine either. Of course though, with two diapers and the chastity device crushed under his girdle, he supposed it couldn’t be perfect. He just hoped that his diapers wouldn’t become too visible later, when they were wetter, or worse.

	He pulled the stretchy top on over his head and pulled it down over his fake breasts and pulled it into place. The bottom of it ended just over the top of his slacks. He looked at himself in the mirror. The first thing that he noticed was how well the pink color and v-neck of the top showed off the pink stone in the necklace he was wearing. He fingered the necklace for a moment and his eyes were drawn to the pink stone in his ring. Seeing them made him feel funny, both embarrassed and excited at the same time. He put his hand down and kept staring at his reflection. The tight top, over top of his waist cincher and girdle accentuated his “new” more feminine figure – quite a bit. That made him feel funny too, for the same reasons. He stared again at his necklace. There was a bit of a decoration on the top, right at the “V” that bunched up the material, adding visual interest to the top. The decoration did nothing to distract from his necklace though and seemed to accentuate his “boobs.” That made him feel funny too. Oh well. He had worn worse. Much worse. In fact, this was fairly tame. Comfortable too. Almost casual.

	Feeling better, he slipped into a pair of three inch heels that were high enough to keep the bottoms of the pants from dragging on the ground. He checked his image one more time – acceptable – maybe even pretty good. Putting the baby bottle to his lips, he quickly finished off the last of it. He was ready. It was time to grab his purse and diaper bag and go. Mel would be waiting for him… Mel, and probably her idea of breakfast for him – baby food! Ugh!

	Mel smiled as she heard the knock at her door. He quickly stirred the baby cereal in the pot one more time, then turned the stove off. It was ready. She hurried to open her front door. The wonderful sight of Sissy in a clingy pink top greeted her.

	“Good morning, Mistress,” Chad said as he dipped a quick curtsey.

	“Good morning, Sissy,” she replied as she stepped back out of the way to let him in.

	He set his purse and diaper bag on the floor by her table and turned for her usual morning inspection. He handed her the bag of empty baby bottles which she didn’t even bother to check. Again. He wondered if he could get away with not drinking some of them, but decided he’d better not try it. Whenever she did open the bags, she would know for sure!

	Mel looked him over carefully, very pleased with what she saw. She reached out and pulled on his necklace a bit. “That looks really nice with this top,” she remarked.

	“I thought so too.”

	She walked around him, studying his figure. “Those pants do fit better. A lot better.”

	Chad was tempted to tell her that he was worried that they might show his diapers later, but he held his silence. Two minutes later, he was sitting in his highchair, bib tied around his neck, staring at the bowl of pasty colored baby cereal she had just put in front of him. Yummy – Not! He picked up the tiny rubber coated baby spoon she had set next to the bowl and began trying to shove it into his mouth. The stuff tasted awful, even though he was well used to it now. His problem was that it still kept falling off of the tiny spoon with every bite he tried to take. It took forever to eat it all.

	Mel poured herself another cup of coffee and leaned back against the counter to watch him trying to eat. It never seemed to get old, watching him struggle like an infant. It seemed like the harder he tried, the more he failed. Sometimes she wanted to laugh out loud – occasionally, she did. Over and over again, she watched as he picked up his baby bottle between spoonfuls of cereal to wash it down. She had tasted the cereal many times herself while she cooked it. She didn’t think it tasted quite as bad as he claimed it was, but then she only took the tiniest of bites each time. Just enough to check the flavor. But then, it didn’t really have much flavor. None of the varieties she had did.

	Denied masculinity. Denied the ability to be and adult… well, she was sort of working on that last part she supposed. But then there were so many ways and reasons she would never be able to take it all away from him. But still, the thought of it aroused her more than just a bit. Denying him everything he used to be, everything he probably ever thought he would be in the future. Remolding him into her own little plaything. Of course, all too many of those directions she was pushing him came from his own wantings, his own fantasies. Way too many. But still, she was surprised at how many of them she was really enjoying. And she knew without a doubt that the forced reality of the situation for him was far more horrible and embarrassing than his fantasies had ever led him to believe they would be. So she felt very satisfied in what she was doing to him. Very satisfied!

	Just a typical morning. That’s what was mostly on Chad’s mind as he drove to work. He looked down and saw his pants covered legs. It had been a while since he had been able to wear slacks. They felt, and looked, strange to him now, yet he was oddly proud and relieved to be wearing them again.

	Just another normal day… his “new” normal day. His life had been turned upside down and been twisted around in knots like he never knew existed since this bet had started. And “normal” lately didn’t seem to last very long. Just off the top of his head he realized that Mel had increased his nighttime bottles, his morning bottles, and he now only had two pairs of pants that he could wear. Only two days a week now that he could go without wearing skirts – to work anyway. Once he got home, the most likely scenario would be for Mel to have him change out of his pants into… something else.

	Yet the day did feel normal to him. And for once, he was glad. In his new world, where things changed all too often, “normal” or “usual” were reasons to celebrate. A short while later, he was still feeling pretty good about things as he fired up his computer and stowed his purse in his desk drawer.

	 


Chapter 33 (Wednesday – week 5 Part 2 of 8)

	“Hi Sissy,” Robin’s voice called as she walked past the entrance to his cubicle. He turned to return her greeting because she had paused briefly at his cubicle, but by the time he turned around, she was moving away again. He turned back to watch his computer booting up.

	“I’m back,” Robin said to his back a minute later.

	Chad turned around, surprised to see her so soon again. “Morning,” he finally got to return.

	“Pants today,” she noticed right away. He nodded happily. “And new ones,” she noted. He nodded again. “Well…”

	Chad was confused. “Well what?”

	“Well, stand up so I can see. That’s what!”

	“Oh.” He felt like he was being inspected all over again. But as he got up out of his chair so Robin could see what he was wearing better, it struck him that her little “critiques” of his outfits every morning had also become the “usual.” Typical.

	Robin’s face went from happy to frustrated… or was it angry. She rolled her eyes. “Humph!” A moment later, she stomped off to her own cubicle.

	“What?” he called after her. But the entrance to his cubicle was empty. He glanced down at what he could see of his outfit. It all looked okay to him – as far as he could tell.

	Earlier this morning, Mel hadn’t said that anything was wrong. Nothing! So what was eating Robin? He walked out of his cubicle and went into hers. Her back was to him as she sat, slumped over, watching her monitor as her computer booted up. “What’s wrong?” he asked. “I thought this looked fine.”

	She didn’t turn toward him at all. She just waved a hand in the air. “Oh, it is fine. Perfectly fine! You look great!”

	Chad was confused even more. “So what’s wrong then?”

	“Nothing! There’s nothing wrong with you at all!” She half turned toward him. “With the way you look, anyway.” She turned away again and typed her password into the machine.

	“So what did I do to piss you off?”

	“You? You didn’t… Ugh! Just leave me alone!”

	Shaking his head, Chad backed out and went back to his own desk. “What had gotten into her? She had seemed so happy one second then the next, she was upset. Women! He’d never understand them – even though he was dressing like one all the time now. He logged into his own computer and pulled up the things he was working on. Women!

	“Sissy?” Robins voice called over the cubicle wall.

	“Yes?”

	“I’m sorry. Okay?”

	That surprised him. “Sure. No problem.” He still didn’t understand what was going on.

	“Look, it’s just that…” He heard her mutter a soft curse word. A moment later she was walking into his cubicle. He turned to look at her. She seemed a bit upset. “Look,” she said again. “I’m a woman, and you’re not. You’re only pretending to be… no offense!”

	“None taken,” Chad replied, wondering where she was going with this.

	“Well, you’ve only been dressing like a woman for a short while now but…” she stopped, trying to find the right words.

	“But?” he prompted.

	“But… Damn it! Did you have to wear a top like that?”

	His top? He briefly looked down at it. It seemed okay to him. “What’s wrong with it?”

	“What’s wrong?” She threw her arm up in the air, totally exasperated. “What’s wrong?” she repeated. “Shit! Look at you. You’re not a woman, and I am!”

	“So?”

	“So your shape looks a whole lot better in that top than mine ever does – in anything!”

	His shape?

	“I mean… Look at you! All nice and slender and well, curvy in all the right directions. While I’m just… dumpy!

	“You’re not…”

	“Oh shut up!”

	Chad shut his mouth. He had been married before. He had been around women enough to know when to just let them rant.

	“It’s not fair! I don’t eat that much. And I diet… whenever I can. A lot actually. I used to look like you, in fact, better! But since I got married… And then after the baby… And then you come along and suddenly change your whole… “outlook” on life. And within a month you go from looking like a guy to much more like a woman. And you’ve lost weight. A lot of weight! Do you know how hard that is for me to do?”

	Chad knew when not to answer. He just let her rave on.

	“Very hard! But you make it look so easy! And the results! Okay, I know a lot of what you’ve got there is fake, but still, it’s not fair that you should look better in a blouse like that than I do! Damn it!” She pointed her finger at him. “I’m going with you today to that gym, and this time, I’m going to sign up!”

	Chad immediately realized the implications of that. “No!” But she was already stomping out. He got up and followed her. She was sitting at her desk with her head in her hands. “Robin, you don’t want to go to that gym.”

	“I need it. Obviously, I need it,” she said into her hands.

	“No you don’t. You look great!”

	“Get lost!” she said, none too kindly, still not looking at him.

	“But…”

	“Just get out of here!”

	Chad backed away and went back to his own desk. His shape? Would she really sign up to go to the gym? That gym? The very thought of it worried him tremendously. If she did… and even if she didn’t go at lunch time with him… then undoubtedly, she would still hear about what he had done there on Monday within a very short time. Everybody there was still talking about him. As Cassie had said, he was “all the buzz.”

	He stopped his thinking short. And what if she went there today… at the same time he went? A sick feeling ran though him. The receptionist! The damn receptionist. She had tried yanking his chain a little bit yesterday. If Robin was there and she tried it… He stared at his computer, but he was unable to work for worry about what Robin might do.

	Gloria unlocked her office building and went inside. She went directly into her office where she set her purse on her desk and sat wearily down in her chair. Her mind was on Mel though. Actually, Mel and Chad. She had no doubt that Mel would call her again to set up another lunch date and try to persuade her yet again to hypnotize Chad and help her to win their crazy bet. But that was the one thing she would never do.

	Yes, she did still want to hypnotize him again, but only to get answers. How badly had she screwed up by setting those instructions in his mind in the first place? It had all seemed like such fun. She had honestly believed that he really did want everything she had done to him. And that was her problem! Almost everything had worked – brilliantly. Better than she ever hoped they would. So somewhere in there, he had to really want what she had done to him. So she felt totally good with everything she had done.

	But then she had found out how hard he was fighting the most important part of it all – for Mel anyway. His incontinence! The suggestions seemed to have stuck, but only for a short while. That was common for hypnosis suggestions. If you didn’t maintain them then they eventually wore off. But there were other things… he had reasons why he was fighting it so hard. Darn good reasons too, as she saw it. Although what was really important was that they were good reasons to Chad. They were strong enough reasons that they allowed him to quickly break the hypnotic conditioning.

	So he did want what she had done to him… but now he didn’t want it. Which left her confused and feeling guilty. If he didn’t really want it, it wasn’t ethical. Of course since they had done it all without his knowledge, it wasn’t ethical anyway… but she could look past that on the pretense that he really had wanted it in the first place. Wasn’t that the reason behind their bet anyway? That he did want it?

	Ugh! She was going around in mental knots! How could she get Chad alone for a while to hypnotize him and really talk to him? There had to be a way!

	Mel stared at the back wall of her office, not really seeing it. Her thoughts weren’t on work, they were on Gloria, and how could she get Gloria’s help with Chad again. She only knew a little bit about hypnotism, but she was very certain that it would be easy for Gloria to hypnotize him again and reconvince him that he really did want to be incontinent – and she knew for a fact that he did. Why was he fighting against it so hard now? Okay, so he had some reasons. But in the beginning, he had no reasons at all. The result was that she and Chad were firmly locked into a battle of wills. And time was growing shorter!

	She wasn’t even sure if she had made any progress with him anymore. She had thought she had. But after hearing how long he was capable of holding back, she wasn’t sure of anything anymore. Gloria could get the answers out of him. Truthful answers. She could do so much to help, but she wouldn’t. There had to be a way!

	And the first step in getting Gloria’s help again was to keep talking to her. Their lunch yesterday had been better, but strained. She had to keep talking, keep trying! And to do that, meant more lunches. Every day for the rest of this bet if that’s what it would take.

	She picked up her phone and punched in Gloria’s number. “Hi Gloria. It’s me.”

	“Hey Mel. How are you?”

	“Fine. Lunch again?”

	Gloria sighed. She had known Mel would ask. “You know I’m not going to change my mind.”

	“I know. But we’ve still got to talk.”

	Gloria paused for a moment, thinking about it. If only she could convince Mel to let her have him alone for a while! “Okay Mel. The usual?”

	“Yeah, that’s fine. See you later?”

	“Later.”

	Chad was working, getting things accomplished. What he was doing at the moment was repetitive and simple, but necessary. The redundancy of the job was beginning to wear at him, but he was almost done with it. He was surprised though when his concentration was broken by Robin walking into his cubicle and leaning up against his desk. He turned in his seat to look at her. She didn’t exactly look happy, but at least she didn’t seem to be mad at him anymore. He just raised his eyebrow quizzically.

	“Sorry,” she apologized sheepishly.

	He shrugged. “For what?” and then he grinned, letting her know that everything was alright. He was pleased to see her smile.

	“Ready to go to break?” she asked.

	Chad remembered the doughnut from yesterday. He suddenly wanted to go very much, but he was almost done with what he was working on. “I just need a minute,” he said as he turned back to his keyboard.

	Robin stayed where she was and watched him working. She noticed something as he worked, something she had noticed before. Something about his hands. “You know, ever since you got those long nails last week, you’ve been moving your hands much more like a woman.”

	He turned his head and looked up at her, then went back to his task.

	“Not that that’s a bad thing. I mean, I think it’s really good in fact… seeing as how you dress all the time now.” She watched him for a few more moments. “And now that your nails are shorter, but still pretty long, I think you move them even more femininely.”

	Chad stopped what he was doing and stared at one of his hands. He stretched the fingers out then curled them up, then stretched them out again. He still thought his fingers looked much more feminine with these nails… and it still pleased him. “Thanks,” he said… “I think.” She laughed a bit. Chad quickly finished up and with a flourish, minimized the project on his desktop. He got out of his seat. “Do you think they’ll have anymore of those doughnuts?” he asked as they both headed out into the hall.

	“I sure hope so,” she replied. “You know. Your outfit really does look nice today. I’m sorry I got all huffy earlier. I just couldn’t help it.”

	“Thanks,” Chad replied. “And for the record, I don’t think you need to be worried about going to the gym. Not at all.” The last thing he wanted was for Robin to be going to the gym with him. She would find out way too much!

	“No, I think I do need it. Desperately! It’s about time I got off my bottom and made more of an effort to lose some weight.”

	“But the gym? That gym?” How could he convince her not to go?

	“What’s wrong with that gym? It’s a ladies gym and it’s supposed to be a good one. Besides, you go there!”

	Chad had no answer for her. The last thing he wanted was for Robin to go to the gym where he got changed every day. The worry was still foremost on his mind as he entered the break room. He spotted the doughnuts again right away, but this time he followed Robin through the coffee line first before they each grabbed one of the pastries. Then together they made their way back toward the table the women usually favored. There were still some empty seats, but the table was filling up rapidly. Chad devoured his doughnut quickly. Yum! Solid food! Nothing like it! He began thinking about lunch. What would be good? Maybe a steak?

	“Hey Sissy,” one of the women interrupted his thoughts of food. He looked up as he took a tiny sip from his coffee. “Love your top today. It really shows off your necklace nicely.”

	“Thanks,” Chad replied. “I thought the same thing when I put it on this morning.”

	“That reminds me,” another one interrupted. “Why do you always wear the same old necklace every day? You’ve always got new clothes on. In fact, I don’t think I’ve seen you wearing the same thing twice.”

	“You haven’t!” Robin agreed. “He never wears the same thing twice, not that I’ve noticed either. And I get a good look at what he wears every day.”

	“So how come you never wear any other jewelry?” the first woman asked.

	“And how come no earrings yet?” Still another woman added. “I’ve been suggesting them to you for weeks now.”

	Chad had no answers for them – that he could tell them. He always bought just what Mel ordered him to and that was it. In fact, that was enough! “Uh…” he searched for a decent answer. “Uh… I guess I’ve just spent so much time looking at clothes that I haven’t really gotten around to the jewelry yet.”

	“But you are planning on getting some new jewelry then?” the first woman asked.

	“Uh… Probably,” Chad replied.

	“Good,” another woman said. “I can’t wait to see what you get. Your clothes are all really nice. I’m betting you have the same taste in jewelry.” There seemed to be a complete agreement among all the woman about that.

	Chad inwardly gulped. Had he just agreed to shop for a bunch of new jewelry – nice stuff? Nice meaning probably expensive? He didn’t think he had promised to buy any, but maybe he did.

	“So are you trying to be another one of those women who never wears the same thing twice?” someone else asked.

	Chad was taken by surprise by the question. “No. Of course not.”

	“Then how come you never wear the same thing again?”

	He shrugged while he tried to think up a decent answer for that. “I guess just because I’ve been buying a lot of new clothes and I just wanted to try them out.”

	“A lot of new clothes. That’s for sure!” someone added. “I wish I could afford it.”

	“You and me both!” Robin replied. Again, there was a lot of agreement among them all. “You know,” Robin added, “if I join that gym, then maybe I’ll have an excuse to get a bunch of new cloths too.”

	“You thinking about it?” someone asked her.

	“Yes. Seriously! I mean, have you seen the way he looks? It’s starting to get embarrassing for us real women! At least as far as his shape goes.”

	Chad didn’t know whether to be embarrassed or proud.

	 


Chapter 33 (Wednesday – week 5 Part 3 of 8)

	A little while later, Chad was back at his desk again, struggling to hold back his peeing. His efforts quickly became fruitless as he felt it starting to leak into his diapers. With a tiny grunt of relief, he just let it go. He glanced at his watch – eight minutes. Terrible! But it was still early in the day. Things always went better in the afternoons when he had less liquid in his system… and today he decided he would drink a lot less at lunchtime!

	He heard Robin’s phone ring, then she talked briefly. A moment later he could hear her typing. She was busy. He opened his spreadsheet for tracking his bet progress. He stared at the row for today’s date. Thirty more days to go before the testing started. Basically, still one more month. But at least it was only one more month. Very slowly, the days were counting down. He put the cursor into the column for how long he had been able to hold back yesterday and filled in twenty-one minutes. Not very good. On Friday he had been able to hold it for an incredible twenty-nine minutes. Somehow, he had lost eight minutes from his record. But then yesterday had been a bad day. He had had way too much to drink – all day. That was a big mistake. He would watch himself more closely today. Of course, the coffee he had just finished a little while ago didn’t help things at all. He decided to have nothing this afternoon to drink at all – except of course his one required baby bottle while he was visiting Cassie.

	That thought led him back to his current problem. How could he keep Robin from joining the gym? With a big sigh, he closed the spreadsheet. He had no ideas!

	Gloria got out of her car in the restaurant parking lot. She saw Mel driving in and waited for her friend. They walked inside together. Two minutes later, they were sitting across from each other at a table. Neither of them said much. Both picked up a menu to glance at the contents, even though they both knew it by heart, as well as what they were going to order. The waitress was there to take their orders before either of them put down their menus. But once the menus were gone, there was no longer any excuse not to talk. They each stared at the other for a moment, wondering where to start, or who should start.

	This time, Gloria jumped in first. “Look,” she said. “I really need to talk to him – alone! It’s eating me up inside that I might have done something unethical.”

	“Of course you didn’t. I would never let you do something unethical!”

	“Well, hypnotizing him without him knowing it sure seems unethical to me!”

	“That was your idea, remember? And it was the right decision! Besides, would you rather he knew?”

	“I’d rather I never did it at all!”

	“This isn’t about ethical or unethical, it’s about helping out two friends who are trying to accomplish something together – something we both want! And there’s nothing unethical about it!”

	“That remains to be seen.”

	“You know he wants it, as much as I do. Probably more.”

	Gloria shook her head. “He can’t want it more if he threw off the suggestions so fast. And he had some darn good reasons!”

	“Maybe, but in the beginning he didn’t have any reasons.”

	“Yeah, none that we know of at least.”

	“He had none! That was why we entered into this bet in the first place – because he wanted it. And he couldn’t do it by himself. He’s too weak!”

	“He’s not that weak. He threw off those suggestions by himself.”

	“He is weak! And he knows it! He never did anything like this before because he doesn’t have the will-power to see it through – no matter how much he wants it. And that’s where I come in. I’m the will-power that he doesn’t have!”

	Gloria shook her head. “I just don’t know! If I could just talk to him.”

	“But why alone?”

	“Because if you’re there, then he’ll react to your presence. I may not get a truthful answer. And I want the truth!”

	“Isn’t there some way you can work around that? Convince him to tell you the truth even if I’m there?”

	Gloria thought about that for a second. “I don’t know. It’s a very maybe thing. I don’t know that I can rely on it.”

	Mel sat back and they both just stared at each other for a moment, each with their own separate thoughts. “I want the truth too,” Mel finally said. “But I want a different truth… well, about something different anyway.”

	“What?”

	Mel leaned forward. “I need to know how much progress he’s making toward holding back! You heard for yourself last week how well he was doing. I’ve got to find out if anything I’m doing now is making a difference!”

	“You’re doing something different?”

	Mel nodded. “Several things actually. But I really would like to know if I’m making any progress at all.”

	Gloria thought about that for a few moments, saying nothing. Before she could respond, the waitress brought their coffee. They both sipped at the drinks, figuring out what to say, or argue, next.

	Mel set her cup back down. “Look,” she began. “We both want him hypnotized again… we both want truthful answers out of him. Isn’t there some way we can come to an agreement on this? Some way we can both get what we want?”

	Gloria thought about that. She did want answers and she knew perfectly well that Mel would never let her have him alone. She also knew that she wasn’t willing to set anymore suggestions into him that might affect his behavior one way or another. But what Mel had just said she wanted, answers – truthful answers, that wouldn’t be so bad. Not really. But was that unethical in any way? She wasn’t sure. There was still the bit about doing it without him knowing about it. But would it really be any worse than what she had already done? That was her hang-up.

	But she did want answers – desperately! And she didn’t dare allow him to realize what she was doing. And if she only did what Mel was asking, just get answers, then she didn’t see any other way. She had to do it. Ethical or not, she wanted to know the truth. And that meant going along with Mel’s suggestion. Like it or not.

	Mel was just sitting there watching her. She felt foolish, but it was better to be careful. “Okay,” she agreed.

	Mel breathed an audible sigh of relief.

	“As long as you remember, I’m not setting anymore suggestions in him. I just want to know the truth, and I guess I can find out what you want at the same time.”

	“Perfect!” Mel replied happily. “That’s all I want.” It wasn’t really all she wanted. They had only reached a compromise. But it would be one that she would have to live with.

	Chad glanced at the time on his computer monitor, it was lunchtime. He quickly closed all the programs he had open and pulled his purse out of the drawer.

	“Hey Chad. Ready?” Robin’s voice called from the entrance to his cubicle.

	“Ready for what?”

	“To go to the gym, of course. Since we’re both going to the same place, I figured we might as well ride together. Then we can grab something quick to eat afterwards.”

	Chad was shocked. All he could think about was Robin finding out what really went on at the gym. His worst nightmare was about to come true! “Um… You’re going now?”

	“Well sure. I’ve got to sign up, don’t I?”

	“Oh yeah. I guess so.”

	“Then let’s go. Do you want to take your car or mine?”

	She wasn’t going to back down from this. She was all too determined to go – one way or another. Why did he have to wear this stupid pink top today? That’s what started it all! “Uh… Wouldn’t it be better to take separate cars? I don’t really know how long I’ll be there.”

	“Don’t worry, I’ll wait for you. I’m sure there’s going to be plenty of paperwork for me to fill out and maybe I can get another look at the place too.”

	Chad well remembered the last time she had been there – at the same time he went. It was when she had found out that he was being called Sissy now. Ever since then, she had insisted on calling him Sissy too. And the name had spread rapidly around the entire company. Was there any way that he could delay going? Or maybe not go at all? Unfortunately, his diapers were really wet – again. He had to go. And he knew that Cassie had other responsibilities, she couldn’t wait for him forever. He had no choice at all. “Uh… Okay… I guess we’ll take my car then.”

	“Great!”

	Just thinking about needing his diapers changed caused Chad to glance briefly down at his crotch. Yes, he was sure it looked bulkier and more noticeable now than earlier. These new tighter pants weren’t hiding that very much at all. But would Robin notice when he got up? He hoped not. Getting slowly out of her chair, he prayed that she wouldn’t notice anything about his pants at all! Fortunately, the moment he started getting up, she turned toward the hallway. Chad walked next to her the entire way out to his car to minimize the chance of her seeing his pants. He had to throw his pink diaper bag from the front passenger seat into the back seat before she could get in with him. Searching desperately for a way to keep her from knowing what he really did at the gym, Chad drove out of the parking lot.

	When they got there, Chad reached into the back for his diaper bag again. Robin stared at it while they were walking to the front door. “Did you have to get a gym bag like that? The darn thing looks more like a diaper bag than a gym bag.”

	Chad nearly choked. “Um… It was a gift,” he lied. “Besides, I like it.”

	“You would. Sissy!” She giggled as Chad reached out to open the door for her. All Chad could think was that she really had no idea! But would she know the truth soon? Probably!

	The receptionist brightened excitedly the moment she saw Sissy opening the door, but then she got a bit of a shock as another woman – the same woman who had been here asking about him before – walked through the door ahead of him. “Hi…” she started to say, but the desperate look on Sissy’s face and the fact that he was trying to mouth something silently to her stopped her from saying anything else.

	“Hi,” Robin returned politely, thinking the receptionist had been talking to her in the first place. “Remember me?”

	The receptionist glanced back at Sissy. He was still desperately mouthing something at her. “Sure, I remember you,” she said to Robin. “Are you going to sign up this time?”

	“That’s why I’m here.”

	“Fantastic!” the receptionist replied happily as she glanced back at Sissy one more time. This time she understood what he was mouthing – “Get Cassie!” She nodded toward him that she understood. She grabbed a thick stack of forms that has been put together already and handed them to Robin. If you want to get started on these, I need to see if I can find someone. I’ll be right back. With another nod toward Sissy, she left quickly to find Cassie.

	“Geez!” Robin said as she looked through the stack of forms. “I expected a lot of paperwork to fill out, but not this much.” She picked up a pen from a cup on the counter and started working.

	Chad felt relieved. So far, so good. But he knew it couldn’t last. At least the receptionist hadn’t asked for another curtsey today… or to see his diapers either. But with Robin going to the gym with him now, how long could that last?

	“She’s with him?” Cassie asked the receptionist, not believing she heard right.

	“She’s filling out the forms right now.”

	“Wow! And how is Sissy acting?”

	The receptionist shrugged. “Scared. Nervous. But I don’t know why he should. I mean, the cat’s totally out of the bag now, isn’t it?”

	Cassie thought about that for a moment. “Maybe not so out of the bag as you think!”

	Cassie led the way back up to the front of the gym. The moment she spied Sissy, she could see how worried she looked. Obviously, he hadn’t planned on his friend being here with him. But his friend was another customer, and customer’s had to come first! “Welcome back,” she said to Robin, totally ignoring Sissy. “Remember me?”

	“Sure,” Robin replied. “Cassie, right? You showed me around last time.”

	“Right and you’re…”

	“Robin,” Robin reminded her.

	“Of course! Forgive me for not remembering.”

	“No problem.”

	Cassie glanced again at Sissy. He looked a bit desperate. “Do you have any questions?” She asked Robin.

	“Not now, but before I leave, is there any chance I can get another tour and maybe talk about what I think I’d like?”

	“Definitely. Tell you what, I need to get Sissy here… uh…” She wasn’t sure how much Robin knew about him. What could she say? “Started,” she finally finished. She glanced back at Chad as he rolled his eyes. “Then I’ll be back and we’ll start from the top. Okay?”

	“Perfect,” Robin replied. She turned toward Chad who had been happy to stay somewhat unnoticed. “See you later.”

	“Uh… See you later,” he replied as he followed Cassie toward the back. How awkward!

	As Chad followed Cassie, Robin glanced up from the paperwork to watch them before they turned out of sight. Something about Chad caught her attention. Something about his bottom looked different. Did it look bigger? Then he was gone. No, it had to be a trick of the shadows. She had only imagined it. She bent back down to filling out the forms.

	“Hi Sissy,” someone in the gym called out to him as he walked through. Chad turned. A woman on one of the machines was waving to him. He waved back. Would the customers here ever forget what he had done on Monday? Probably not. A minute later, Cassie was closing the door to the little office behind them.

	“What’s going on?” she asked.

	“She insists on signing up!” Chad replied. “Is there some way you can stop her?”

	“Stop her? You’ve got to be kidding. She’s a customer now. And customers always come first – unlike you! Besides, we need some new ones, and she looks like a prime candidate.”

	“But she’ll find out what I did. Worse, she’ll find out what we’re doing here!”

	“You mean she doesn’t know?”

	“No! And I’d like to keep it that way.”

	“Cassie shook her head. “I don’t think there’s anything I can do for you. Everyone’s still talking about you. She’ll probably find out sooner or later.”

	“I don’t want her to find out at all! Isn’t there anything you can do?”

	“Sorry. Besides, it’s not really my problem… it’s yours! You might try telling her the truth – yourself – before she finds out from someone else.”

	Chad shuddered at the thought. “I can’t! I don’t want her to know at all.”

	“Like I said, sorry. Okay, are you going to get undressed or what? I’m afraid we’ll have to skip the fun part for you today so I can take your friend on another tour.”

	Chad reluctantly began undressing. As soon as he was down to just his diapers, he laid down on the floor. Cassie handed him a baby bottle to start on while she removed his diapers. Her actions were faster and less personal than usual. A fact not lost to Chad. Before he realized it, she was pushing up on his legs and sticking another of the stupid suppositories up inside of him again. He hated it! More so because she wasn’t playing with him at all this time. Quickly, she fastened two more diapers onto him and before he knew it, she was done and standing up. He felt like he had lost something.

	“Okay, she said. I’ve got to go take care of your friend while you finish that bottle. Maybe you better stay here till I come back. Besides, Mel asked me to make sure you get a bottle every day so I can check it for her before you leave.

	She was out the door and gone before Chad could do anything else. He just laid there and sucked on his bottle – while he fretted about Robin joining the gym. What was he going to do?

	It was a long time before Cassie finally came back. Chad had plenty of time to finish his bottle and get dressed again. “All ready?” Cassie asked as soon as the door was closed.

	“Yes. What did Robin say?”

	“About you? Nothing. We just walked around again and talked about what she wants. You’re in luck there by the way, she wants to come a few nights a week right after work and is very interested in one of the exercise classes we have.”

	“So she’s not going to be coming here at lunchtime?”

	“Not unless she wants to. Once she joins, she can come anytime she wants.”

	“You mean she hasn’t joined yet?”

	“Not officially. She hasn’t paid for anything yet because she hasn’t decided what plan to go for yet. But trust me, she’s joining!”

	That was mostly good news for Chad. Maybe he could still convince her not to join. He was struck by another thought. “Maybe if she only comes in the evenings she won’t run into anyone who was here on Monday.”

	“Don’t bet on it. There’s a few of those women who come to the later classes too. Sometimes they come early in the day, sometimes they come later.”

	Chad was not happy at all to hear that.
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	“There you are,” Robin replied happily as Chad came back to the front with Cassie. “You don’t look all worn out.”

	Chad shook his head. “Trust me, I don’t think I can take much more!” He headed for the door and Robin followed.

	As they went out, Robin took a good look at his crotch as well as his backside as he walked in front of her. She had been right, she had just imagined it. No, his crotch didn’t really look all that feminine, but it wasn’t really bad either. And his backside didn’t look all that big at all – just its usual size, which she couldn’t quite remember if it was actually bigger than she remembered it used to be or not. “So what do you want for lunch?” she asked as they got into his car.

	“Something I can sink my teeth into!” he replied. “I’m hungry!”

	“Yeah, dieting is tough! I ought to know!”

	Chad wasn’t really dieting, but she didn’t know that.

	“Hey,” she said, “Since we don’t have much time, how about just stopping at the first fast food place we come to. Most of these places have salads available.”

	“Fine with me,” Chad replied, although he planned on getting a lot more than just a salad to eat.

	A few minutes later, he pulled into the parking lot of a fast food restaurant and they went inside, although Chad would have preferred to stay in the car. Whenever he went inside these places, he got way too many interested looks.

	Robin ordered a salad for herself like she said she would. “A salad for you?” she asked before Chad could give his order.

	“No, I was thinking of trying their Mega-Burger instead. And I definitely want fries!”

	Robin laughed. “Silly. Don’t even joke about it! If you’re going to be dressing like a woman then you better be eating like one too. But you’re right, I do wish I could eat something bigger. And I ‘adore’ fries.”

	Chad was about to order the Mega-Burger, but after Robin’s comment, limited himself to just the same salad that she had ordered. But then as an afterthought, he ordered a large order of fries too. “You can share them with me, if you want,” he offered.

	“Deal!”

	As soon as they sat down to eat, Robin asked, “So what kind of exercises do they have you doing? I looked for you during the tour they gave me, but I didn’t see you.”

	She had looked for him? Of course she would. “Uh… They have me stuck in the back, out of sight.”

	“Why?”

	Chad searched for a good answer. “Uh… Because it’s a ladies gym?”

	“Oh, that makes sense. I guess you would probably make a lot of them nervous.”

	Chad was relieved that she had accepted the answer so easily.

	“So like I asked before, what kind of exercises do they have you doing?”

	Now Chad had to think quickly again. He knew that she wouldn’t leave things alone unless she was satisfied. To stall, he shoved a bunch of salad into his mouth and chewed on it – not what he really wanted to eat. As soon as he had swallowed he said, “Well, most of the time is spent on… kind of… some stretching exercises.

	“Stretching?” She nodded knowingly. “That’s always important. “Are they trying to limber you up? Make you more flexible?”

	“Yeah, you can definitely say that,” he replied. “And the funny thing is, that I’m finding that it’s increasing my… uh… sensitivity, in ways I never thought possible.” He almost laughed at his own joke. Sensitivity was right… to his asshole!

	Robin stuffed a few more French fries into her mouth. Chad noticed that she was eating more of them than her salad. “Really? Sensitivity? I didn’t know that was possible. But I guess it might make some sense if you’re learning to move your muscles differently.”

	“You have no idea!” he replied.

	“I’m sure,” she said as she grabbed a few more fries. “So how did you get to join in the first place, since it’s a ladies gym? Did they let you in just because you’re dressing the part?”

	Geez she was full of questions! But this time the answer came easily. “Cassie is my neighbor,” he explained.

	“Oh, well that explains it. You’re lucky.” But she immediately wondered if Cassie’s apartment was the apartment she had seen him going into the one time she had followed him home to see where he lived. “So what package did you sign up for? That’s my problem right now. Do I sign up for just the six-month package, or do I go for one year, or more? It’s a lot cheaper if you go for longer.”

	Chad wasn’t signed up for any package. He wasn’t exercising. The only thing he did there was get his diapers changed. “Um… I guess you could say I’m on a special package, just for me. I think it just goes from month to month.” That was the best answer he could come up with to keep her satisfied.

	She nodded. “Must be nice to have a neighbor who works there!”

	Chad didn’t answer. Instead he just shoved more salad into his mouth. He was relieved to see Robin digging more earnestly into her lunch, instead of just talking. His relief was short-lived however.

	She shoved a few more French fries into her mouth and looked right at him, her eyes bright with excitement. “So what do you wear while you’re exercising?”

	“What do I wear?”

	“Yeah!”

	She seemed so interested. “Uh… not much of anything actually.” And that was certainly the truth!

	“Oh come on! That’s one of the most important parts! What kind of outfit do you keep in that pink gym bag of yours?”

	“Most important part?”

	“Of course, silly. What you wear is always important. And don’t tell me you’re not interested in that because isn’t that one of the main reasons you’re dressing like a woman in the first place? For the clothes? I don’t see this as being any different! So what do you wear?” She giggled. “I’ll bet it’s a pink leotard and tights! I can just see you in it now.” She giggled some more.

	Chad’s eyes nearly popped out of his head. “Pink leotard? Uh…”

	But before he could continue, she was charging forward with more. “I wonder if you’ve got a pink tutu to wear with the outfit too! Do you?” She giggled again. “I can just see you in that too. Damn, I’d love to see you in that!”

	“Pink tutu?” Chad was fairly aghast. Where did she come up with these things? “Uh… not really.”

	“Oh come on. I’ll just bet you have one. Isn’t that what all the sissies wear?”

	“All the sissies?”

	“Well yeah.”

	Chad had never worn a tutu in his life, let alone a leotard. “So is that how you’re classifying me now? As a sissy?”

	She shoved another fry into her mouth. “Shouldn’t I?”

	She did have a point. Besides, he really was a sissy. In fact, Mel had just proven to him that he was a bigger sissy than Robin thought. He couldn’t really deny that much at all. “I guess you do have a point,” he finally replied.

	“So, is it a pink tutu, or white, or what?”

	“Sorry, not tutu. No leotard either.”

	“Darn! That’s no fun!” She grabbed the last of the fries. Chad had gotten very few. “So what do you wear then? And don’t tell me that you just wear shorts and a T-shirt like most of the women I saw there.”

	Chad realized that she had just given him a way out. “Okay, I won’t tell you then.”

	“Darn you! That’s what you really wear?”

	“Uh…” Chad didn’t think he needed to correct her misinterpretation at all.

	“But I’ll bet you’ve got some kind of cute saying on your shirt!”

	“Um…” He was about to say that he didn’t but he never got the chance.

	“What is it?” she demanded with more than a hint of laughter in her eyes.

	“Uh… Nothing.” He replied.

	“Don’t give me that. “I’ll bet it’s something appropriate for you like… ‘Girl Power’ or something similar. Is that it?”

	“Nope! Sorry, you’re way off.”

	“What is it then? It’s got to be something!”

	There was no way he was going to tell her that he was naked – or just in diapers. How could he explain that he didn’t wear anything? “Uh… It’s nothing really.”

	But she didn’t really believe him. “That embarrassing, huh?”

	“You could say that!” Again, very much the truth!

	But she took his words differently than he intended. “So it is something embarrassing, huh? Tell you what, if I guess it, will you tell me?”

	“Guess it?”

	“Yeah. Like is it... Oh I don’t know. ‘Fem and Fit?’”

	“No. Definitely not! Are you done eating?” he asked, trying to move the subject away from the current one.”

	“Yeah. We better get back.”

	Chad got up from the table and Robin followed him out. He was glad they were leaving. Talk about awkward.

	The minute they were in his car though, she said, “Pink and Pretty!”

	Chad just groaned.

	Mel’s phone rang as she got back from her lunch with Gloria. She wasn’t the least bit surprised to see that it was Cassie calling. “Hi Cassie. What’s up?”

	“Hey Mel. I just wanted to let you know that Sissy’s little friend Robin was back again today. And this time, she’s joining the gym. I’m afraid I didn’t get any time to do more than quickly change his diapers for him. I did make sure he drank his bottle before he left though.”

	“She’s back? Now what’s she up to?”

	“I think she just wants some exercise. Most of our customers do. I can tell you that Sissy wasn’t at all happy about her being here. He kept asking me to do something so she wouldn’t join – which I won’t do. We need the customers.”

	Mel thought about things for a moment. “Okay, Cassie. Thanks. We’ll just wait and see what happens. Okay?”

	“Fine with me, Mel.”

	Mel hung up her phone. The damn Robin woman again! Now what was she up to? And looking for some exercise? Mel seriously doubted that! She also seriously doubted that Robin needed any exercise at all! But at least it didn’t sound like Chad was in favor of her joining the gym. What was she up to? Robin and her continually increasing involvement with Chad was really starting to grate on her nerves! Eventually, something was going to have to be done!

	Gloria watched as her last client walked from the building out to his car. Her next client would be arriving in a few minutes. She purposely tried to schedule them far enough apart that they rarely ran into each other. She wandered back to her office and sat for a few minutes to think. She was going to get her shot with Chad tomorrow night. She needed to figure out a way to make sure he would tell her the whole truth, and at the same time completely minimize Mel’s presence. Because with Mel there, he might still be influenced into giving her answers that weren’t quite correct.

	She was a trained psychologist. She had even tried making her living that way for a while. But more and more she had found herself helping people deal with too much stress in their lives. So she had begun offering “sessions” where she tried to teach them to deal with their problems through relaxation. But she quickly found that all her clients were more interested in the sessions with her helping them relax than with them trying to do it for themselves. So she had delved deeply into the subject of relaxation therapy, and the result was her new business. Most of her clients came in the afternoon or early evening. It was a bit of an awkward schedule for her, but the number of clients, and their money, certainly helped to make up for that.

	As part of her training, she had studied hypnotism – enough to know quite a bit about it, but certainly not enough to make her even close to being an expert. Many of the basic principles of hypnotism corresponded directly with what she did with her clients. In a way, she was partially hypnotizing all of them, but only enough to get them to relax completely.

	But Chad would have to be different. She had already taken him very deep, and she knew now that she could get him to that point fairly easily again. Now she would have to go even deeper. And to minimize Mel’s presence, she had to show him other things, use other techniques. It was going to take a lot of work, and would probably take a lot of time as well. But there was no way around it. She grabbed a pad and began making notes for what she would have to do. Careful planning. Complete planning. It would be the only way.

	Chad heard talking. He stopped typing and listened for a moment. It sounded like Robin was on the phone with someone. No big deal. He couldn’t really hear very well anyway. He was about to start typing again when some words came across louder and more clearly.

	“But Honey, you want me to be beautiful for you, don’t you?”

	He immediately wondered if she was talking to her husband about joining the gym. He gave up all pretense of work and listened harder.

	“We can just have dinner a little bit later, that’s all!... Yes, I know it’s expensive, but I need this!... This is for me, for us!… So I can feel good about myself again. No, it’s important to me!...”

	Her voice dropped in volume and intensity again and her words were lost. Chad looked back at the work on his computer, but his mind was on Robin. He wasn’t sure by listening if her husband had agreed or not. He hoped that he hadn’t. But knowing Robin, she would get her way no matter what.

	 


Chapter 33 (Wednesday – week 5 Part 5 of 8)

	Tom Robinson walked slowly down the hallway. Since the last time he had seen Chad, he had purposely gone out of his way to avoid seeing him again. However, the rumors flying around the company about him were many and wild! Everyone was calling him “Sissy” now? Was he supposed to call him that too? Not unless Chad himself purposely requested him to do it!

	This was the first project where he had requested that Chad and Robin work together. And the results, as far as he could see, were spectacular. But other things that needed to be done were backing up. Things that couldn’t be ignored anymore. Besides, from all indications, this project was almost finished. Hence, his reason for meeting with them… both of them!

	Dreading seeing Chad again he braced himself more and more with each step he took.

	Chad and Robin’s cubicles were just ahead. Chad’s first. He stopped just before the entrance for a brief moment, then collecting his courage, stepped into the entrance. Chad was working… at least he figured it was Chad. From the back, it looked like a woman. “Chad.”

	Chad was startled by someone calling his name from right behind him. He turned quickly and was surprised to see his boss. He hadn’t seen him in quite a while now, a situation that surprised him. “Tom! How are you?”

	Tom ignored Chad’s greeting and just stared at what he saw. And what he saw looked – mostly – like a woman. He had heard the rumors, but seeing him in the flesh, up close…

	Chad was very much aware of the awkward silence between them as his boss continued to scrutinize him. But he remained silent. Tom would speak when he was ready.

	“You look… surprising,” Tom finally got out.

	Chad didn’t know whether to take that as a compliment or not. “Thanks,” he replied.

	In the next cubicle over, Robin heard the voices and recognized Tom’s. She stopped working and listened intently. Tom hadn’t been down here in quite a while now. What did he want?

	“I heard the rumors of course… lots of rumors… about how much more you were dressing… and acting… but, well, I haven’t been able to get down here in a while.”

	Chad didn’t know how to respond. Was he about to lose his job?

	“Anyway,” Tom continued, “I need to talk about a few things with you.” He looked up into the air. “Robin! I know you’re probably listening. I need to see you too.”

	Robin was quick to get up and go over to see what was going on. “Hi Tom,” she said the moment she got into Chad’s cubicle.

	Tom ignored her greeting too. “From everything I can tell, and from what Robin has sent me on your progress, you’re both about done with this latest thing, aren’t you?”

	Chad nodded. “Yeah. Another day or two at the most.”

	“That’s how I see it,” Robin agreed.

	“Then as soon as you’re done, we need to get caught back up on some other things that I’ve held off on.”

	“Other things?” Robin asked.

	Tom turned to her. “You’ve got some updates to take care of and Chad, we need you to make some major changes to our own site. I’ll forward the specs to you later.”

	Chad shrugged. “No problem. I can handle them now if you like.”

	“When this thing is finished. It can wait till then.” He looked at both of them for a moment before he continued. “Since you’re about done, then I want to set up a meeting with the client and I need one of you there. I’d rather have both of you, but… well…” He turned to Chad. “No offense, but I think it would be better if you didn’t attend.”

	Chad couldn’t agree more. “No offense taken. I agree completely!”

	Tom was relieved that Chad felt that way. Not that it really mattered. He was the boss. His decision would stand.

	“Hey,” Robin spoke up. “If Chad’s not going to be there, what if any questions come up that I can’t answer? He did a lot of work on this thing too and his areas of expertise are different than mine.”

	Tom’s face creased with worry. “That’s why I’d rather have both of you there, but under the circumstances, I’d much rather have only you.”

	“You could always phone me,” Chad suggested.

	Robin’s face brightened a bit. “Yeah, that would work. That’s a great idea.”

	Tom was relieved. “Good. I’ll try to set this meeting up for Monday then. I’ll let you know what time.” He took one more long look at Chad, studying carefully the way he looked, then nodded goodbye. “Chad… Robin…” And he walked off, relieved to have it over with.

	As Tom walked back up the hallway, he mused about Chad. He definitely looked more like a woman now than ever. Obviously all the rumors he had heard were true – very true. But at least he still sounded like the old Chad. The quality of his work certainly hadn’t suffered either. Did he dare check on him and Robin more often now? Something inside of him hesitated at that. It was rather unnerving seeing Chad this way now. But he decided that he had better force himself to at least make his presence a little more known once in a while. Once in a while anyway… no need to push it too much!

	Robin stared at Chad for a moment. “I hope you don’t mind not being there.”

	“Are you kidding? I’m much happier staying out of sight!”

	“Why? I’m sure you wouldn’t be dressing the way you are, everywhere – all the time – unless you had a bit of exhibitionist in you.”

	“Let’s just say that I’m not that comfortable, or proud, of the way I look.”

	Robin smiled, “Not yet, but you’re certainly getting there! Enough that you’re making me go to the gym now!”

	“I’m not making you go. That’s your idea. Besides, I don’t think you need it at all.” He knew it was a vain attempt to make her give up the idea, but he tried anyway.

	Robin smiled. “You’re sweet. But I do need it. I have for a long time.” She turned to walk out, then stopped. “Hey, if I’m going to phone you, then I need your number. Let me get my phone so I can program it in.”

	Chad watched her run out. He was a bit jealous that she was going to get to meet with the clients and he wasn’t, but not that jealous. He would feel much better being left out – and out of sight!

	Robin hurried back in with her phone in her hand. “Okay, give it to me.” Chad gave her his number. “Great,” she said as soon as she finished punching it in. “Hey, do you want mine too?”

	“Sure,” he replied. “Why not.” Robin gave him her number as well and waited till he had programmed it into his phone. “Good. Back to work then. We’ve got a deadline on this thing now.”

	“Back to work!” Chad agreed as she left. He stuffed his phone back into his purse, closed the drawer again, and turned back to what he had been working on. Two minutes later, he heard his phone ringing. As quickly as he could, he dug it out of his purse again. He was careful to check to see who was calling this time – Robin! “What do you want?” he asked into the phone.

	He heard her giggle. “I wear girl’s panties!” she said.

	“Huh? Um… Of course you do… I guess.”

	“No! Is that what it says on your T-shirt?”

	Chad rolled his eyes. She was still trying to guess the nonexistent slogan on his nonexistent t-shirt! “Nope,” he replied. “That’s not it.”

	“Am I getting close?”

	“I’m not telling!”

	“Oh pooh!”

	Chad was suddenly holding a disconnected phone. He put it back into his purse and closed the drawer again. Robin! Women in general for that matter!

	Robin set her phone down and went back to work, but only briefly. A minute later, she reopened an internet site she had visited earlier. She had done a web search on sissy t-shirts and was amazed at how many she had found. The only thing she really knew for sure about Sissy’s t-shirt was that he considered the slogan to be embarrassing. So she had gone with the first embarrassing one she found. And some of the slogans on the shirts were truly embarrassing – for anyone, let alone a guy – or a sissy, as in Chad’s case.

	Okay, her first choice hadn’t been correct, but there were still a lot of possibilities. She opened up a new spreadsheet and began copying the slogans from the website into it. She was going to get it if it was the last thing she did. And if the slogan wasn’t on this list, well, there were a lot of other sites with a lot of sissy t-shirts too.

	She thought about possibly getting into his car and opening his gym bag to find out. Could she? Without a doubt, if she got the chance she would definitely try it! That way, she would know for sure. She wondered if he usually locked his car.

	Chad stared at the colorful bouquet of flowers on his desk. It wasn’t looking so good anymore. The flowers were definitely dying. He pulled a few of the worst ones out and threw them away. The bouquet looked smaller, thinner. It made him feel sad in a way.

	He sat back and stared at what was left of it. The flowers made his cubicle more colorful, more interesting. He thought again of the blank walls in his apartment, not colorful, not interesting. But his apartment could look great… would look great, as soon as this bet was over with – and he won of course.

	He spent a few moments again thinking about the things he wanted and the way he thought it all should look. And again he realized that to make it really look good he needed some outside help. But who? And again, only Sandy’s name came to mind. But did he dare call her? She would undoubtedly tell Mel. Did it matter? And would she be willing to help in the first place? One thing was for sure, if he didn’t ask, then he’d never know.

	He didn’t have Sandy’s phone number, he didn’t have Cassie’s either. But he could look up the number for the gym where Cassie worked. He was sure he could get Sandy’s number that way. He found the phone book that he rarely ever used in the bottom of one of his desk drawers and found the number for the gym. A moment later, he recognized the receptionist’s voice on the other end. “Hi,” he replied. “This is… uh… Sissy.”

	“Sissy!” the receptionist’s voice squealed excitedly. “I really missed talking to you earlier today.”

	“Yeah. I’m sure,” he replied sarcastically.

	“Hopefully we’ll be able to have fun again tomorrow.”

	Fun? Not what he really wanted. At least not the kind of fun she had in mind. “Uh… listen, will you please leave a message for Cassie to call me back. Tell her I’m looking for Sandy’s phone number. Got that?”

	There was a slight pause. “Okay, I got it. You want Sandy’s number. I’ll tell her.”

	“Great! Thanks.”

	The minute he set his phone down, he noticed an email notification pop up on his screen. He opened it and was very surprised to see it was from Robin. The email was short. “I am a sissy gurl!” He couldn’t believe it! Now she was trying to guess the t-shirt by email! He quickly typed back, “Nope!”

	His phone rang again a few minutes later. He carefully checked who was calling and saw that there was no name and the number wasn’t one he was familiar with. Hopefully, it would be Cassie. “Hello?” he answered.

	“Sissy? You want Sandy’s number?”

	Chad breathed a sigh of relief. It was Cassie. “Yes, please,” he replied.

	“No problem. Ready?”

	“Yeah.” He took down her number and thanked her. Did he dare call Sandy now? Throwing caution to the wind, he punched her number into the phone. She answered it quickly. “Hi Sandy. It’s Sissy.”

	“Sissy? What do you want? I’m working right now.”

	“Uh… Sorry to bother you, but I’m looking for a favor. A professional favor… and I’m willing to pay you for it.”

	“You want my professional services? For what?”

	“To design my apartment.”

	“You mean for if you win?”

	“Yeah. Exactly.”

	“And you really think you’re going to win this thing?”

	“I’m sure of it.”

	“What does Mel say about this?”

	“I haven’t mentioned it to her yet.”

	There was a slight pause. “Tell you what. Before I say yes or no, I’ll talk to her and see what she says. Then if it’s alright with her, we’ll get together and discuss it. How’s that?”

	“Perfect,” Chad replied.

	“Okay. I got to go. We’ll talk later.”

	Chad set his phone down again. Sandy would talk to Mel. He had no doubt he would hear about it from Mel later. But hopefully everything would work out just fine.

	Mel ended a meeting with one of her clients and found a message asking her to call Sandy. That surprised her. What did Sandy want now? Probably another chance to babysit with Sissy. She picked up her phone and called.

	“Hi Mel,” Sandy’s voice returned a moment later. “Hey, I wanted to check with you on something. Sissy called me a little while ago. He wants me to design his apartment for him for after he wins your bet!”

	Mel was shocked. “You’re kidding?”

	“No! He really called. He offered to pay me and everything. I just wanted to check with you first before I told him yes or no.”

	Mel considered it for a moment. Was he really that sure that he could win? Or was he looking for inspiration to help him win? Either way, two could play at that game. “Okay, Sandy. Here’s what I want you to do. Go ahead and do it for him. Whatever he wants – and the sky’s the limit! But before you show him anything, I want you to do something else. Here’s what I need…”

	 


Chapter 33 (Wednesday – week 5 Part 6 of 8)

	Chad hung up his phone elated. Mel had given Sandy the go ahead to design his apartment for him… no restrictions. He would find a way to talk to Sandy about that tonight. He opened up his spreadsheet once again to look at the list of things he wanted. It wasn’t really a long list, not really, but they were all major items.

	He looked at his progress column again. So far, things still weren’t going very well for today, even though he had consciously tried to drink a lot less all day. In fact, he wasn’t really sure he was even doing as well as he did yesterday. Had Mel’s weekend games really had that much affect on him? Hopefully not. But the day wasn’t over yet! He still had time to do better, and he was certainly trying.

	He closed his spreadsheet once again before anyone could see it.

	A little while later, Robin’s voice interrupted his work yet again. “Hey Chad.”

	Chad turned in his chair to see her standing at the entrance to his cubicle. He wasn’t exactly getting a lot of work done this afternoon. Not that he was that worried about it.

	“Break time,” she stated.

	“Already?” Chad glanced at the time and was surprised to see that she was right. He pulled himself out of his chair and headed out into the hallway with her.

	“Got another one for you,” she said. Before Chad could ask another what, she said, “Prissy sissy!”

	“Huh?”

	“On your t-shirt!”

	“Oh! Nope, that’s not it either.”

	“Come on, you’ve got to give me some kind of a clue!”

	“No I don’t.”

	“It’s only fair!”

	“Why does it have to be fair?”

	“Well, you said that what you wore was embarrassing…”

	Chad thought about that for a moment. It sure was! Just not in the way that Robin thought it was. “Very!” he confirmed.

	“So now you’ve got me really curious. And you know how I can get when I’m curious.”

	“Don’t remind me! You’re already obsessed.”

	She giggled. “So do yourself a favor and tell me what it says.”

	He shook his head. “Not gonna happen!”

	“I’ll find out one way or another anyway.”

	That was the one thing he was most worried about.

	The break-room was filling up fast. Mostly out of habit, Chad followed Robin through the coffee line and got himself a cup. It wasn’t until he was actually pouring it that he realized he shouldn’t because he was trying to limit how much he drank. Oh well, he could just pretend to drink it again. The table where they sat was already crowded by the time they sat down. For once, he seemed to be ignored.

	“Are you all signed up for the gym now?” someone asked Robin.

	“Mostly,” Robin replied. “I still have to give them my money. I’ll do that later.”

	“Why didn’t you do it earlier?”

	“I didn’t know which package to go with. My husband and I finally decided that I should go with the cheapest one that only lasts for six months. Then if I still want to continue after that, then I can sign up longer periods.”

	“Good idea!” someone stated.

	Chad’s mind was only concerned with one thing – the fact that Robin was still intent on joining the gym. If she actually did join, then it would only be a short while before she knew everything. He might as well just come out and tell her… which he was determined not to do. As he listened to the mindless chatter of the women discussing this and that, he unconsciously drank his coffee, all of it, as he pondered how he could possibly get her to not join the gym.

	Chad was not getting a lot of work done. He was making progress, but it was just going slower than usual. His main problem now was that his mind was more on the recent mess in his diapers and the fact that if he looked down at his crotch, he could definitely see them bulging more than usual. Not a good situation. He was already wishing he had worn a skirt today instead of the pants – just because of that! How was he going to get back to his car later without anyone noticing?

	He heard his cell phone ring again. He was getting tired of Robin continually trying to guess something that didn’t exist. He answered his phone anyway. “Hello.” There was a long pause before anyone spoke on the other end.

	“Sissy!” Mel’s irritated voice finally replied. “That’s not the way you’re supposed to be speaking! How many times do you have to be told, Sissy talk – all the time!”

	Chad mentally berated himself for not looking to see who was calling. His voice dropped to a whisper so that Robin couldn’t hear him as he started speaking in his high-pitched sissy voice. “I’m sorry, Mistress. I didn’t look to see who was calling.”

	“What? I can’t hear you. Speak up!”

	“I can’t! Someone might hear me.”

	“What? Did you say you’re afraid of someone hearing you? I don’t care! Now speak up and talk like you’re supposed to!”

	Chad was scared, if he spoke any louder, then Robin would hear. What could he do? He made a mad dash with is phone out into the hallway. Where could he go where nobody would hear him? He ran in the direction of the rest rooms.

	Robin looked up at the sound of high heels running past her in the hallway. She noticed Chad making a mad dash toward the restrooms. She went back to work, but her mind couldn’t let go of the image of Chad hurrying. He must have to go pretty badly, she figured, for him to be running that fast. It struck her as more unusual because she couldn’t remember the last time she had seen him even going to the rest rooms – other than to repair his makeup once. How did he manage to hold it that long? She’d have to remember to ask him about it later.

	“Sissy! Are you there? What are you doing?” Mel’s angry voice came clearly and loudly through his phone.

	Was he far enough away so that nobody could hear him? With is back toward Robin, he leaned close to the wall. He was breathing hard now after his short run. “Yes, Mistress, I’m still here,” he replied in his best sissy voice, hoping that the sound wouldn’t carry.

	“What on earth were you doing?” she demanded.

	Chad knew she wouldn’t like the answer, but he had to tell her anyway. “Moving to somewhere more private,” he replied.

	“Why? When I call you, I expect an answer right away, and I expect to hear your sissy voice and nothing else! I think I made a big mistake last Monday. We really should have taken you through that building to show you off to everyone. Then we wouldn’t be having these problems!”

	Chad winced. “Please, Mistress, no. I couldn’t take that!”

	“You can take it if I say you can! From now on, if I call you, you better answer quick and properly. Oh, and by the way, that’s one demerit for doing it wrong. Don’t make me add any more!”

	“Yes, Mistress,” Chad replied with a silent sigh. “I’ll try harder.” He knew he was going to get punished as soon as he had heard her voice. Now she had just confirmed it.

	“You won’t try harder, you’ll just do it! Do you want another demerit?”

	“No, Mistress,” he answered contritely. Chad could practically feel her anger through the phone. He wasn’t looking forward to later, but at least it was only one demerit.

	“Okay then. Now, let’s get back to the reason I called in the first place. Tonight, call me the minute you get home, before you change! I’ll have more instructions for you then. And you’ll be cooking dinner for me again tonight so you can plan on that much at least. And when I get home, we’ll discuss this deal you made with Sandy. Got that?”

	“Yes, Mistress.” Chad replied yet again. The connection broke as he was still speaking. He had no doubt that tonight would be difficult, at best.

	He turned to go back up the hallway, and paused. Fortunately, nobody was in sight. Hopefully, nobody had heard him. He looked down at his crotch again. What little he could see of it past his fake boobs, looked all too strange and bloated. If anyone saw it, they would ask about it for sure. How could he hide it and get back to his desk?

	Having no other options at the moment, he hurriedly walked back toward his desk. Now if only Robin wouldn’t see him…

	Robin turned her head again at the sound of his heels hurrying past again. She barely heard him getting back to his desk. “You okay?” she called over the wall.

	Chad was a bit startled by her question. “Sure, why do you ask?”

	“You just seemed to be in such a hurry,” she called back.

	“I’m fine,” he replied. He turned back to the work on his screen. A moment later, though, she was in his cubicle. He barely turned, trying to keep her from seeing the crotch of his pants.

	“I was just making sure,” she said. “I’ve never seen you run for the bathroom like that.”

	To the bathroom? He was actually pleased she had thought that. “Uh… Thanks,” he finally replied. “I’m fine now.”

	But she didn’t leave yet. “So did you use the men’s room or the ladies?”

	He hadn’t used either, but telling her that would be catastrophic! “The ladies room,” he lied. Lying was getting easier and easier all the time. He worried about it becoming too much of a habit.

	“That’s good,” she replied. “Like I told you before, just go in and do your business and nobody will really care. I’m not sure how the men would react to you using the men’s room anymore.”

	Chad felt obligated to twist his neck around more toward her. He was still conscious of trying to hide his body. “I don’t think any of them would be too tolerant,” he replied.

	Robin nodded. “Probably not.” Another thought came back into her head. “Say, how do you manage to hold it so long every day? I never see you heading to the bathroom anymore.”

	Chad instantly recognized another opportunity to lie. “Uh… I take care of it at lunchtime… at the gym.” Well, that much was sort of the truth.

	“You can still hold it longer than I can.”

	Chad shrugged. “Just lucky, I guess.”

	Robin nodded. “Probably one of those differences between men and women – real women that is.”

	Chad chuckled a little and was relieved to see her leaving. Whew! Another awkward conversation. She was wondering way too many things lately. He briefly looked down at his swollen crotch one more time. Now, how was he going to get out of here later without anyone seeing him?

	 


Chapter 33 (Wednesday – week 5 Part 7 of 8)

	It was later than usual as Chad drove home. He had waited extra long at work, pretending that he needed to finish something. By the time he finally braved walking to his car, there were very few cars left in the parking lot. Actually, by that time, he felt more like he was waddling to his car again. With the tighter pants, he was more conscious than ever of how full his diapers were. All the way home, he prayed that Mel wouldn’t notice how late he was.

	But the minute he pulled into his parking space, he heard his phone ringing. He quickly fished it out of his purse and checked who was calling… Mel, of course. “Yes, Mistress?” he answered, carefully using his sissy voice.

	“Why haven’t you called yet? I told you, the minute you got home!”

	“I’m just parking my car now, Mistress,” he replied. “I had to work late tonight.”

	Mel paused for a moment. There was a slight difference in the background sound. She realized that what she had heard was the sound of him turning off his engine. She certainly understood working late. She would be working a bit later tonight too. “You don’t do that often,” she noted.

	“No, Mistress. But we’re coming up on an important deadline and I had to finish something.”

	“I understand,” she replied. She glanced around at the paperwork still on her desk. She understood deadlines all too well. “Okay then, Sissy…” She checked her clock. “I know you haven’t had time to get cleaned up or changed yet, so I’m giving you two hours and fifteen minutes to get your diaper leaking – and not a minute more! You know the drill by now. One diaper only. Wear your uniform again – I like you in it. Cook something that you can keep warm in case I’m late tonight. I may be late, or I may not. I don’t know yet. Just keep busy – and keep wetting your diapers.”

	“Yes, Mistress.” Chad replied. “I understand.”

	“Good! See you later.”

	Chad put his phone back into his purse. Just another typical day. His “new” typical days.”

	Mel trudged wearily up the stairs from the parking lot to her apartment. She was later than usual, even for the days when she came home late. She turned the key in her lock and opened the door. She was immediately assaulted by the delicious aroma of something cooking. “This is living,” she thought. “This is why I really need him. It’s so nice to come home and have dinner already waiting – and something that smells good too!

	Chad came hurrying around the corner of the kitchen toward the front door. The minute he spotted Mel, he stopped and dropped a cute curtsey. “Welcome home, Mistress.”

	The sight of him curtseying in his uniform sent a wave of pleasure throughout her. Yes, this is how she wanted her life to be – the entire rest of her life. “Something smells good, Sissy.”

	“Dinner is all ready. I just have to dish it out for you.”

	“Go ahead. I was hungry before I came in, and now I’m even hungrier.” Mel made her way directly to the table that was already set for her and sat down while Sissy scampered around the kitchen. A few minutes later, she was forking the first bite of her dinner into her mouth. Um! So good! She glanced up at Sissy who was watching her from behind the kitchen counter. “Excellent!” she declared. “Now go to your corner.”

	Chad’s face fell the moment he heard her command, even though he had been expecting it. At least she had told him this time that the food was good. That was something. He quickly took a long swig from his latest baby bottle and headed for his perch.

	“Wait a minute!” Mel commanded. He turned back toward her. “I forgot about checking your diaper. Come over here where I can see it better.”

	Chad walked hesitantly up to her and lifted his skirt so she could see.

	“All the way up,” she commanded. “Like I had it yesterday.” She watched as he pulled his skirt up as high as it would go. She could easily see how soaked his diaper was already, but then, it should be by now. “Not much time left,” she noted as she glanced at the clock.”

	“I know, Mistress,” I’m trying.

	“Good,” she replied. “Now get to your corner.”

	Chad, leaving his skirt hiked up the way it was, quickly grabbed his baby bottle for one more long swig before he made his way back to his corner, where he carefully put his feet over the bar of his perch, pushing him all too firmly into the crease of the corner. He put his arms down to his sides where she demanded that he keep them, and concentrated on standing still – once again. Still, and unwanted, and useless. Put away – like her vacuum cleaner.

	Mel watched him as she ate. The food was delicious and gradually relaxed her and brought her back to life. She was feeling much better by the time she was finished. He was being good again, not moving at all as far as she could see. She briefly wondered what he thought about as he stood there, unable to move as she knew he wanted to – probably desperately. She glanced at the clock again, not much time for him. But would he make it this time? She knew that even though she had seemingly given him an extra fifteen minutes, because he still had to get cleaned up and changed, he probably was working with less than that. But she didn’t dare go easy on him.

	She got up from the table. His dinner was on the counter – not in the refrigerator where she usually told him to put it. She’d have to watch that in the future. She grabbed her fork and knife and once again went to work on it.

	Chad’s mind wasn’t blank, even though he was standing perfectly still in his corner without any outside stimulation at all. He was worried about what Mel might say about him asking Sandy to design his new apartment… and he was very worried about getting his diaper to leak on time. He knew it couldn’t take much more, but how long had he already been standing there? He had no way of knowing. Either way, he knew time was running out. What was Mel doing? Once again, it seemed like she was taking forever to eat.

	And then, once again, he felt himself peeing – only a little bit as usual, but would it be enough? Nothing seemed to happen, leak-wise, by the time he finished. He felt disappointed and defeated. He had again tried so hard and he knew that his time had to be almost up. But just when he was sure he would be getting another beating because he hadn’t succeeded, he felt a tiny little something different at the top of his leg, just below the diaper. “Mistress,” he called quickly, knowing there couldn’t be much time left. “I’m leaking!”

	Mel looked up from her task of cutting his food up into miniscule pieces. She glanced at the clock. Technically, time had run out half a minute ago, but she wouldn’t tell him that. It was close enough. “Excellent, Sissy. You just barely made it. Just stay there till I’m ready for you.” She went back to her task of making his dinner as difficult to eat, and as unrecognizable as possible. When she was satisfied with what she had done, she took his plate and personally put it into the refrigerator to cool till she was ready for it. “Okay, Sissy. Let’s get that diaper changed.”

	Chad gratefully pried himself out of the corner and off of his perch. He stretched his ankles a bit before trying to walk. He saw Mel heading for her bathroom so he followed her there, grateful that she wasn’t going anywhere near her usual punishment spot. She changed him standing up again, the skirt of his uniform still pulled up high and out of the way.

	“Two hours again Sissy,” she declared. “And I suggest you don’t miss that deadline because I haven’t forgotten yet about your demerit! You don’t want to make things worse, do you?”

	Chad dropped a slight curtsey. “No, Mistress.”

	“Good, then let’s get your dinner.”

	Chad walked back into the kitchen toward his highchair. He noticed as he did so that the plate he had left on the counter earlier wasn’t there anymore. He correctly figured that she had put it into the refrigerator. A minute later, he was in his highchair, a bib was tied firmly around his neck, and Mel was pushing the tray back into place – for all intents and purposes locking him into the chair.

	“So you want Sandy to design your apartment for you?” Mel asked as she turned away and headed for the refrigerator.

	Chad had been worried about this. He was almost surprised by her casual attitude. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied… cautiously.

	Mel pulled his plate out of the refrigerator. “And you really think you can win?”

	It was a more difficult question to answer than he thought it would be. “I’ve thought so from the beginning,” he replied. Then before Mel could say anything more, he added, “I have to win!”

	Mel stopped and just looked at him. “Why do you think you ‘have to’ win?”

	Another difficult question, especially trying to explain it to her. How could he tell her about wanting self-respect again when he was sitting in a highchair with a bib around his neck? He shrugged a bit. “I just do, that’s all.”

	“And you’re so sure you can win?”

	It took him a moment to answer. “I hope so anyway.”

	Mel caught the slight bit of uncertainty in his voice. She was glad to hear it because it meant that he was not so sure after all. She continued back to him with the plate in her hands. “I have to win too,” she stated – not unkindly, just as a simple fact. She set the plate down in front of him and headed back toward the counter again.

	Chad stared down at his food. He died a little bit inside just looking at it. She had again cut everything up into the tiniest little bits that she possibly could and mixed everything all together. There was no way that he could get a proper sense of what anything tasted like. Every bite would taste exactly the same. Not to mention how hard it would be to eat since he noticed that she hadn’t giving him anything to eat with again. Having no other option, he stuck his hand into the plate and picked up a bunch of the mashed together food. Sticking it into his mouth without dropping any or getting any on his face proved to be impossible. He looked up as he heard Mel giggle. He felt like such an infant.

	Mel set a fresh baby bottle full of juice on his tray, then poured herself another cup of coffee. She leaned against the counter and watched him trying to eat. There was no doubt how silly he looked. She could watch this all day! “So you’re really sure you want Sandy to design your apartment?” she asked.

	Chad looked up as he tried to put more food into his mouth. “Yes, Mistress.” Most of the food this time wound up on his chin and bib.

	Mel giggled again. “You want her to draw pictures for you, or something? Something you can see ahead of time?”

	This time, Chad answered with no food in his hands. “That’s exactly what I want.”

	Mel nodded. “You know, of course, those pictures will only be a reminder of what you’re going to lose.”

	Chad shook his head. “No, they’re going to be a reminder of exactly what I’m going to gain! What I want!”

	So that’s what it really was, he needed the extra inspiration. It wasn’t just that he was so sure he was going to win. But Chad didn’t know what Mel had asked Sandy to do along with his request. “Well, I don’t really mind, since I think it’s only going to show you exactly what you can’t have. And in the end, it’s only going to make you feel much worse.”

	“Well, see,” he replied as he picked up his baby bottle for a quick drink.

	She watched him trying to eat for a while before saying anything else. “I hear your friend Robin is trying to join the gym.”

	Chad wasn’t at all surprised to hear that Mel had heard already. He was sure that Cassie called her every day. “Yeah. I don’t know what I’m going to do about it.”

	“Do about it? What’s the problem?”

	“If she joins, then she’ll talk to the other people there. She’ll find out about what I did on Monday! And worse… she’ll find out what I really do there every day.”

	“So she still doesn’t know?”

	“No! And I want to keep it that way.”

	Mel shook her head. “I really think we should have taken you to work on Monday instead. I don’t know why I let you talk me out of it!” She was only teasing, but the idea was still rolling around in the back of her head.

	“Thank you for not taking me in there,” Chad replied quickly. “I would have died!”

	“You would have survived. It wouldn’t be the end of the world. And you wouldn’t be worried about Robin finding out about your little secrets now. By the way, just what is it that she doesn’t know yet?”

	“About me wearing diapers.... or anything at all about this bet. She thinks I dress like a woman all the time now because I just want to do it!”

	“Well, don’t you? Isn’t that part of your fantasies?”

	Her question made him feel very funny inside. “Yeah,” he admitted sheepishly. “It is. Definitely!”

	“So you’re really loving it?”

	“Yeah,” he admitted again, unable to look her in the face. He shoved another bunch of food into his mouth.

	“Is it just Robin you’re worried about?”

	“No, it’s everybody. But I work with Robin all the time. She’s the only real friend I have. She’s really… nice.”

	His last statement stung her just a bit. What did he consider that she was? She was his friend too! Or did he really hate her so much now? She hoped not. Either way, her dislike of Robin grew a tiny bit more. “She’s nice? So you like her a lot?”

	He picked up his bottle for another drink. “Yeah, she’s a good person. She asks way too many questions though. She can be downright infuriating sometimes.”

	That was a little better news about Robin. “Infuriating? How?”

	Like today for instance. “She’s convinced that my diaper bag is really a gym bag…”

	“And you didn’t tell her anything different?”

	“I didn’t dare!”

	“Go on…”

	“Well, she thinks I wear some kind of shorts and a t-shirt outfit while exercising in there… and she thinks the t-shirt has some kind of embarrassing writing on it. And she’s been trying to guess it all day!”

	“And you didn’t set her straight?”

	“It’s a lot better for her to be thinking that than knowing the truth.”

	Mel watched him picking up more of his food. “What made her so sure you’re wearing a t-shirt in the first place?”

	“It was just a guess on her part.” He rolled his eyes. “You should have heard her first idea for what she thought I wear – a pink leotard and tights!”

	Mel giggled.

	“And then she went off on some wild tangent about adding a pink tutu to the outfit too! Geez! The t-shirt idea is at least a bit more sane.”

	But all Mel could see at that moment was a picture in her mind of him in a pink leotard and tutu. But as she thought about it, she made a slight change, the tights went from pink to white. And so did the tutu! “I kind of like the leotard and tutu idea. Maybe we should get you one. Wouldn’t that be fun?”

	“No thank you, Mistress. I’ll pass on that idea.”

	But Mel was still having fun with the vision. “Then we could send you back to the gym for some real exercise, maybe right alongside your friend Robin. I’ll bet she’d really love seeing you that way.”

	Chad felt sick at the very thought of it. He didn’t get to reply because they were interrupted by someone knocking on the door. As usual, a wave of fear raced through him. He was stuck in the chair with no way out. Whoever came in would see him. He sat perfectly sill as Mel went to the door and answered it. She came back a minute later with Sandy right behind her. Chad breathed a sigh of relief. It wasn’t some stranger. He noticed right away that Sandy was carrying some kind of professional case in her hand.

	“Oooo, he’s having his dinner,” she said the moment she laid eyes on Chad. “Hi, Sissy.”

	“Hewwo, Sandy,” Chad replied in his usual sissy voice.

	“Ewww! What’s he eating?”

	Mel smiled. “The same thing I had, only cut up in tiny pieces for a little baby.”

	Sandy laughed. “I’m surprised you didn’t just put it in the blender, or a food processor or something.”

	Mel looked startled. “I never thought of that!”

	Sandy just giggled as she pulled out one of the kitchen chairs and sat down, setting her case down next to her.

	“Do you want me to get him out of there so you can talk?” Mel asked.

	“No. I love seeing him like that. I prefer it actually.” She looked at Sissy. “You just go ahead and finish eating while we talk. I’m ‘sure’ you’re still hungry!”

	Chad rolled his eyes a bit a he dug a bit more food off of his plate and tried to get most of it into his mouth. A little bit fell on his bib and Sandy giggled.

	Sandy pulled a big notepad out of her case and opened it on the table in front of her. “Okay, she said. “What ideas did you have for your apartment?”

	“First thing is a pool table,” Chad replied.

	“A pool table? Figures!” Sandy looked over at Mel for confirmation.

	“Like I said earlier. The sky’s the limit. If he wants it, he can have it.”

	Sandy shook her head. “Oookaaay,” she said, drawing the word out as she wrote pool table down on her pad. “What else?”

	Chad went through the list he had memorized many times over from his spreadsheet. Sandy dutifully wrote everything down. She pulled out some fabric and paint samples and discussed a few of them with him, but she quickly realized that he basically had no concept of what colors he wanted or what kind of fabrics would be best.

	When they were done, she looked at him a bit disappointed. “So basically, you want the ultimate “guy’s” hangout?”

	“Yeah, kind of.

	She shook her head. “I’m surprised. I would have thought that someone like you would want something at least a bit more… feminine.”

	Chad sat and thought about that for a moment. “It’s another fantasy,” he replied. “And the truth is that I’d really love it. Really! But I want to have friends over, and something more feminine would raise too many questions.”

	Sandy nodded. “I see,” she replied. “We could always do just your bedroom that way. Then you can just keep the door closed when you have company.”

	Chad thought about that for a bit. “It sounds good, but in the end, somebody may still go in there and see it.”

	“How about if we just do your bedroom a little bit feminine? Nothing over the top.”

	Chad smiled. “Now that might be good.”

	Sandy made another note on her pad. Basically, what he was asking for was easy. She did dozens of places like he wanted every year. She was just surprised that he would want it to look so masculine. He was willing to pay for it, so she would do her best to lay out something that would look great and he would love. But the project – as he wanted it – was basically easy and a bit boring for her. But what Mel had asked for… now that was a lot more interesting. She had never even thought of doing anything like what Mel wanted. And since Mel had mentioned it, her imagination had been running wild!

	She closed her notepad and put it back into her case. “Okay. I’ll get started on it and let you know when it’s ready. Don’t look for it right away. This will probably take me a few days.”

	“That’s fine,” Chad replied, happy that she was really doing it for him… not to mention that Mel was making no objections at all.

	Sand stood up and took one more smiling look at Chad in his highchair. His face and hands were covered with food – as was his bib and the tray in front of him. The half-full baby bottle on the tray was a dirty mess from his messy hands. When she bent down a bit she could see the diaper he was wearing – which looked a bit wet. He looked so funny. So silly! And he was an adult! She shook her head. Thoughts of what he had asked her to design for him didn’t match at all with the person she saw in front of her. But Mel’s ideas…

	“I’ve got to go now,” she finally said as she picked up her case. “I’ll let you know when it’s ready.”

	Mel walked her out to the door. Chad never saw the conspiratorial look that the two women gave each other as they left the kitchen. He just went back to trying to finish his dinner, which was none too easy.

	 


Chapter 33 (Wednesday – week 5 Part 8 of 8)

	Chad glanced at the clock as he finished cleaning up the kitchen. He still had a little over half and hour left for his diaper to start leaking. He was fairly sure he would be early again since he was wetting now every few minutes. What he found so interesting was that more and more often, he would simply start wetting before he knew he was going to. Not always, but sometimes. It was such an interesting feeling.

	He glanced around the kitchen. Everything was clean and shining, just the way it should be. Mel was again in her living room chair, working on her laptop. He didn’t know how she could stand to work such hours. It never seemed to stop for her.

	Not wanting to be told to stand in his corner again, he decided he had better find something else to keep busy with. He went directly to her clothes hamper and started pulling out her laundry. A few minutes later, he was watching as the washer began its job. He glanced back at Mel. As far as he could tell, she had never once even looked up to see what he was doing. The look on her face seemed to be only deep concentration.

	With nothing left to do till the washer was done, he grabbed a dust cloth and started wandering around her apartment, making sure everything was in its place and dusted. As he was working on the table by her door, he suddenly realized he was going to pee again. It was only a second or two before his pee started coming out, and all too quickly the pleasant sensation ended. As he moved away from the table, toward the living room, he felt it. That tiny little tickle running down his leg. “Mistress. I’m leaking!”

	Mel looked up from her work. She had a slight headache from the tension of what she was doing, but she was almost done for the night. Just a few more minutes and she could put it all away till tomorrow. She glanced over at the clock. He had made it again with time to spare. “You’re getting better at this,” she declared. “Maybe we should be giving you less time from now on.”

	Chad was horrified. “Oh no, Mistress. Please don’t do that! I’m trying so hard, I really am!”

	“And you’re succeeding very, very well.” She looked at him for a moment. “Okay, we won’t change your time… for now!” She looked back down at her work for a moment. She really needed to finish it. “Okay, Sissy. I need to finish this. I’ll be with you in a few minutes.” She paused, thinking again. “In the meantime, get everything ready for your punishment. And make sure you spread some protection on the floor in case you pee again!”

	Punishment! Chad’s heart fell. He had made it, but this punishment was for the demerit he had gotten earlier in the day for not using his sissy voice on the phone. How could he talk that way when he was at work? He couldn’t! It wasn’t fair! He grabbed a stack of disposable diapers and carried them over to her usual punishment spot. He spread a few of the diapers out on the floor, covering as much as he thought might be necessary. He glanced at her yardstick leaning up against the corner. He didn’t dare touch it, even though he really wanted to throw it away somewhere… somewhere where she could never find it or use it again.

	Mel was still working, so he waited… and waited. More pee ran down his leg. He was worried about it running down onto her floor so he stood on top of the diapers he had just spread out. And he continued to wait, silently.

	With a huge sigh, Mel finally finished. She stared at her laptop for a few seconds more, then turned it off and closed the cover. She took a deep breath to bring herself back to life. It was time to get away from work for a while. Time to do something else. And Sissy was waiting. She didn’t really enjoy punishing him, but she was ready to do anything other than work, and punishing him was physical activity, and she felt the need to do something physical just then.

	He was waiting patiently, standing on some spread-out diapers. When she saw how much pee had run down his leg, she was glad that he had done it. The skirt to his maid’s dress was still pulled high up around his torso, completely exposing his overly sodden diaper. Two seconds later, she removed that diaper and he was naked from the waist down… except for his shoes and chastity device. She looked at his penis inside that device. Tiny again. Totally! Just what she wanted to see.

	She walked over to the corner and picked up her yardstick and swished it through the air a few times. She saw the look of fear in his face. Good! She got into her usual position and waited till he bent over with his arms on the back of the chair in front of him. His legs were slightly spread, but he had put enough diapers under him that he was still standing on them. It reminded her of something. She swung the yardstick through the air at his backside – hard!

	The sudden blow to his bottom sent a shock wave throughout Chad. No matter how much he expected it, or tried to prepare himself for it, her stick always came as a surprise, and it always hurt… a lot! He stood up and curtseyed. “Thank you, Mistwess,” he said in his best sissy voice. Then he got back into position.

	“You know, Sissy,” Mel said before she brought her stick back down again. “Since you’ve gone to all the trouble to protect the floor so nicely, I think we’re going to make a new rule.” She brought her stick down on him again.

	Chad barely had time to register her statement about a new rule when the blow came, emphasizing the point. Pain! What new rule? What could she possibly want now? He stood up, curtseyed again and thanked her. Then bent back over again.

	“From now on, Sissy,” she said, “every time you get punished, I expect to see you peeing on the floor.” Swish… Whap!

	Again, Chad barely had time to register what she said before the stinging pain hit him. He was fighting back the tears and was mostly succeeding – mostly. Now she expected him to pee every time she punished him? That was crazy! Again he curtseyed and thanked her and got himself back into position.

	Mel continued speaking. “In fact, Sissy. If I don’t see you peeing during your punishment, then I’m going to add another five swats. Every time!” Swish – Whap!

	Ouch! Another five swats? His heart fell a bit more. How could she? But unfortunately, he wasn’t in charge, he wasn’t in charge of anything. All he could do about it was to stand back up, curtsey, and thank her one more time before getting back into position for another blow.

	Ten swats. Ten very hard, very stinging swats. Ten curtseys. Ten times thanking her for punishing him. But no pee had come out of him during his punishment. So it continued. He wasn’t able to pee again till after the thirteenth blow. He jubilantly told her the moment he felt it starting, as he was bent over, waiting for blow number fourteen. Mel was happy and praised him. He started to get up, but she made him stay right where he was, bent over as if waiting. The peeing didn’t last very long and when it was over, he tried to stand up again, but she made him get right back into position. There were still two more swats to go. Chad was heartbroken to discover that no matter what, he would still receive the full extra five swats. He was already crying somewhat, but now he openly cried much harder.

	When they were done, Mel rediapered him in one of the wet diapers he had been standing on. Her diaper job felt rushed and not as secure as she usually did it, but he said nothing. Maybe the diaper would leek faster this way.

	“Clean this up and check the laundry,” she told him. “Let me know when you get the clothes into the dryer.”

	Chad tearfully bent down to start picking up the diapers he had been standing on while Mel headed into her bedroom. He carefully folded them and put them away. He heard the washer finishing and moved the clothes into the dryer. She was still in her bedroom. It was time to let her know that he was done.

	He walked to her bedroom doorway and poked his head inside. He saw her reading something. Her bed covers were pulled back and he saw the ropes out once again. Uh oh! “Mistress,” he said hesitantly. “The clothes are in the dryer now.”

	She looked up. “Good. Go get those diapers you were standing on earlier so we can cover the bed with them.”

	Chad took one more look at the ropes on her bed and went back to get the diapers. He brought them back to her and helped her spread them out over her bed. She made him get a few more to make sure everything was doubly protected. Then she asked him to take his dress off. After that, she removed the diaper he was wearing.

	As soon as he was as naked as he was capable of getting, she had him climb up onto the bed, kneeling on it, on all fours. She tied the ropes to his wrists first, then to his ankles. It didn’t feel as secure as she usually did it, but he knew he wasn’t going anywhere.

	She was doing something behind him. Far enough away that when he turned his head, he couldn’t see what it was. A moment later, she was liberally spreading lubricant on, and in, his tiny asshole. His spirits soared. This was what he wanted! She was going to use one of her toys on him again. He mentally prepared himself for the pleasure. He could almost feel the toy going in and out of him already.

	He felt her approaching behind him again. He was ready. Something hard touched his asshole and a wave of pleasant anticipation ran through him. That something was pushing against him now, trying to invade his insides, and he wanted it there! He opened himself up to it and felt it going in. But it felt different, like nothing he had ever felt before. And even though it was still going into him, all of a sudden it felt like whatever part of it was at the opening, was much smaller, almost tiny.

	And then he felt her manipulating the device inside of him. Yes, it felt good, but nothing like when it was being pushed and pulled in and out. What was she doing?

	Very quickly, he felt the sensation, like he was about to pee, but a little bit different. And suddenly, he felt it coming out of him. His cum was almost pouring out of him. Lots of it! She was milking him again. And whatever she was using on him wasn’t nearly as much fun as what he hoped she would use.

	Mel watched, fascinated, as his sperm leaked out through his chastity device. She kept manipulating the oddly shaped Aneros device inside of him and the sperm kept coming. More than she would imagine. Finally, it slowed down and stopped. She carefully pulled the device out of him again. “Well, that went well,” she declared.

	Chad said nothing. He felt totally defeated. He was still horny as hell and he knew he would remain that way. But wasn’t that his usual situation? So nothing had really changed… except for the fact that he might be a little more comfortable now since she had milked the sperm our of him. For a while anyway, but only a little while. It was as if she had just removed any chance he might have had for an orgasm, even though he knew that the ability was beyond him. He suddenly felt the need to pee again and let it loose right there on her bed without caring one bit. The bed was well protected anyway.

	Mel smiled as she saw him peeing. He seemed to be a bit upset, even though she couldn’t see his face all that well. She didn’t really care. From everything she had read, what she had just done was supposed to be healthy for him. Who would have ever thought? She untied his wrists and ankles, then removed the sodden diaper that had caught most of what had come out of him. She replaced it with another one. “Roll over now, Sissy. It’s time to work on your other side.”

	His other side? Work on it? Chad wondered what she was talking about as he rolled over and laid down on his back. Was she going to remove the chastity device, now that she had thoroughly milked him?

	Once again, Chad found his hands and ankles bound to the bed, only this time much tighter. He was actually glad when she unlocked his device and began removing it. The moment she pulled the main casing off of him, he felt the cool air on his cock. It felt strange. The touch of her hands as she removed the rest of the device felt strange too. And very nice. Mel left him for a while, and as he expected, came back with a warm wet washcloth that she used to clean him up with. The washcloth felt even better than the slight touch of her hands had earlier.

	After cleaning him, Mel looked closer at his cock. There were some hairs starting to grow that needed shaving. She would get them in a few minutes. She could definitely see some light red marks from where the teeth of the device constantly touched him, but other than that, she could detect no other problems. She grabbed his tiny cock with her in her fingers and pulled it up, inspecting it underneath. The thing stretched a bit, but it didn’t’ seem to be growing at all – in the way that she knew it was capable of. As far as she could see, his cock looked perfectly fine. It was just tiny. Very tiny. And so far, her slight manipulations hadn’t made it grow one bit. “I’ll be right back,” she said as she headed off to find her razor.

	Once again, Chad enjoyed her wet washcloth going over him. He enjoyed her shaving him there too, but only because the little manipulations of her hands felt very good. They were tiny and brief manipulations, but they still felt nice. They were the only sensations that part of his body had been allowed to feel in such a long time now. He was a bit surprised that he wasn’t responding sexually to her touch there, even though he wanted to. But then, after being milked like she had just done, he wasn’t sure if he would be able to. Actually, he realized that she was being careful to not really grab him or try to stimulate him too much at all – which was so disappointing.

	All too soon she was done. He really enjoyed feeling her spreading some kind of cream all over him down there, but again, her attentions didn’t last long at all. And then he felt her fitting the device back onto him again. The feeling of utter disappointment felt like a lead weight in his stomach. Piece by piece he felt the device going back on.

	Mel looked at the large teeth that had been in the device, then back at his cock. The teeth hadn’t hurt him at all, but there were some small red marks from them. She decided to change them out for the medium sized teeth instead. As she fitted them into the device, she wondered if he would start to get any bigger now. Only time would tell.

	With a feeling of dread, Chad felt his cock once again being enclosed as the device was slipped over him. The feeling and sound of the tiny lock sent an awful feeling through him too. And then he felt her untying his ankles. He waited for her to release his hands as well, but she didn’t. Instead, he realized she was just getting ready to diaper him again.

	Mel took one last look at his penis inside the device. It was still just as small as ever, but would it be that small the next time she saw it? She reached for the jar on her nightstand that held the suppositories and pretended to pull one out. She knew he was watching her. She clearly saw the look of displeasure as she pretended to put it up inside of him. He had no idea that she had put nothing but her finger up inside of him at all.

	She diapered him then, heavily, in four disposable diapers that would last him the rest of the night. Finally, she released his hands. “Put your dress back on,” she told him. “Then clean my bed up and make it. And when you’re done, see to the laundry.” She walked away from him then. There was nothing more that she needed to say. She was the lady of the manor and he was only her maid. It felt so good!

	 


Chapter 34 (Thursday – week 5 Part 1 of 6)

	The bright sun luxuriously bathed her body as she lounged out by her pool – her big beautiful pool behind her big beautiful house. The sun was making her thirsty. Before she could summon refreshment, Sissy was there at her side, silver tray in hand, with an icy cold drink on it. So perfect. “Thank you, Sissy,” she said as she took the drink. She watched as he curtseyed in return and thrilled as his high-pitched sissy voice replied that she was welcome.

	She stared up at him. His maid’s uniform was impeccable, right down to the pretty white apron and the white cap in his long hair that was tied back with a ribbon to match his uniform. The perfect picture of masculinity denied. And she was the one who had taken that masculinity from him – every little masculine trait she could find! The very thought of it sent waves of sexual pleasure throughout her body.

	She glanced around at the rich opulent landscaping. Sissy had nothing at all to do with the upkeep there. She wouldn’t allow it. There was nothing at all about landscape maintenance that she considered even remotely feminine – it was all a task for men. And having him feel even the tiniest bit like a man was against everything that she wanted.

	She watched him carefully as he made his way toward the shaded entertainment patio, his bottom wagging back and forth with every step. Certainly no sign of masculinity there. She knew that underneath his uniform… far underneath… he still had all of his male parts, completely untampered with… mostly. Other than the larger breasts she had installed on him, everything else was still there – including his one main masculine part. He just couldn’t use it in any kind of masculine way. Of course, he couldn’t touch it, or even see it either. It was locked away behind a shield that allowed him no access to it at all. He certainly knew it was still there, but for all intents and purposes, it wasn’t. Masculinity denied!

	The thought of what she had done to him further aroused her sexual desire. She could feel the wetness beginning between her legs. As her excitement grew, her physical body began to react the same way her dream body did. She unconsciously rubbed her legs together, then her hands found that sweet tender spot and began rubbing through her panties. As her dream continued, she rubbed harder. Her physical fingers pulled aside the thin material and began touching her most sensitive of all places.

	Her conscious mind was aware now of what she was doing, yet it too demanded that she hold onto her dream. Sissy, Sissy, Sissy. All the little things that excited her the most. Item after item of emasculating things she forced him to endure ticked through her dream, and each one increased the sexual pleasure that her physical self was experiencing. Her fingers were soaking wet now, but she didn’t care in the least. Her dream and the feelings were all that mattered. With one final thought of his total denied masculinity, her physical body exploded into an earth-shattering orgasm. She rode it as long as she could, then allowed herself to slowly come down from it.

	Breathing hard, she opened her eyes. Vivid remnants of the dream stayed with her. Finally, she pulled her fingers away. Guilt and a tiny bit of disgust ran though her. Had she really just done what she knew she did? Damn! But she was mostly just surprised at the intensity of it.

	She rolled over far enough to look at her clock. It was almost time to get up – fortunately. She definitely needed a shower now. With wet smelly fingers, she slipped out of bed. She paused long enough turn the alarm on her clock off before it could ring. Then she made her way to the bathroom where she carefully washed her hands. Her panties were soaked, as was the area under them. She carefully wiped up most of the dampness with some toilet paper after she relieved herself. She left the damp panties on for now.

	Her next priority was coffee. She needed it – desperately. As she made her way into the kitchen, wonderful thoughts of Sissy still lingered on her mind. Wow, what a dream!

	Chad sat in his only chair – the only real piece of furniture that he owned – and drank deeply from the baby bottle in his hands. Slowly, bit by bit, she was reducing him to the level of an infant. It wasn’t something his thoughts usually dwelled on, but the baby bottle in his hands seemed to migrate his thoughts in that direction. The blank walls of his apartment offered nothing to change his thinking either. The only object the walls held was the framed copy of their contract – the contents of which seemed to emphasize his current thoughts. He suddenly felt himself peeing – without warning – another reminder of his sinking status.

	Drinking out of anything except a baby bottle now was becoming a rare opportunity - opportunities that he appreciated each and every time. Slowly, bit by bit. Deeper and deeper. Yet, in a way, he really didn’t mind at all. It excited him in ways he couldn’t describe. He was living the dream – in so many ways. Living the dream – and then some. All because of her.

	His bottle finished, he got up from his chair. It was his final bottle before he went to see her – his third bottle so far this morning. He would have yet another one with the breakfast she would serve him – baby food. Yet another reminder of his sinking status into infancy.

	He checked his image in the mirror on the back of his closet door. He was wearing the exact same outfit he had worn last Friday – almost. Mel had dictated in her morning note that he wear it today. His black skirt and the blue and white top. The difference today was that he was wearing blue pantyhose with it instead of going without any hose as he had last Friday. The reason he was wearing the blue pantyhose today with the outfit was because Robin had suggested it – and he had made the mistake of mentioning it to Mel. And because Robin was a woman, Mel seemed to think that he should try every suggestion that she made when it came to what he wore. Why, he didn’t really know. He had the underlying impression that Mel didn’t really think all that much of Robin. Again, he didn’t know why.

	As he gazed at his reflection in the mirror, his eyes couldn’t help but to be drawn to his blue legs. In a way, he felt more like he was wearing pants with the outfit since his legs looked less bare. Yet in another way, he felt like the blue hose called all too much attention to his legs. Did they look good enough? He didn’t really know. Robin had said they were okay – for a guy.

	Oddly enough though, for once, he was glad to be wearing a skirt instead of pants. Despite his super tight all-in-one girdle underneath, the pants he had worn to work yesterday had not been loose enough to hide his diapers when they got bloated, especially in the afternoon when they had been messy too. Like it or not, the skirts were now much safer for him to wear. The very thought of it sent a funny feeling all through him.

	With a final look at his hair and makeup, he turned away and went in search of his purse.

	The knock on Mel’s door came a few minutes early. Mel didn’t mind in the least. She was looking forward to seeing him again. She quickly opened the door and smiled at what she saw.

	With his purse slung over one arm, his diaper bag over his other shoulder, and a bag full of empty baby bottles in one hand, Chad dropped the best curtsey he could under the circumstances. “Good mowning, Mistwess,” he said in his usual sissy voice that she required of him.

	The sight of him curtseying like that sent a thrill all through her. She absolutely loved seeing it. “Good morning, Sissy,” she returned. She stood back out of the way while he came in and closed the door behind him. She waited while he set his purse and diaper bag down on the floor, then took the bag of empty bottles from him. Again she didn’t check it. She would open it later when she had more time. She knew without a doubt that it would contain the required number of bottles from last night and this morning – all of them still sealed with her tape so she would know that he had drank them through the bottle’s nipple like he was supposed to.

	She stood back to inspect him again. It was the same outfit he had worn last Friday – plus the blue pantyhose. She hated to admit it, but Robin had been right, the blue hose did look better with it. The outfit looked much more interesting – something that most of his outfits usually lacked. She made a mental note to do something about that sometime. She walked all around him, then came back to stare at the front of him again. Yes, he really did look fairly good. More and more the perfect picture of what she had in mind for him. Yes, there was still a long way to go, but he really did look pretty good. “I like your outfit, Sissy. The blue hose do make a difference.”

	Chad’s curtsey was mostly automatic, as was his response. “Thank you, Mistress.”

	She giggled and another small wave of sexual pleasure ran through her – reminders of this morning’s dream. Oh, she loved seeing him do that, plus she figured that it must be incredibly embarrassing for him. She decided she wanted to see him do it again. “I really like your outfit today, Sissy.”

	Chad was a bit confused. She had just said that. But he dutifully dropped another curtsey. “Thank you, Mistress,” he said again.

	Mel felt another tiny sexual thrill as he did it and giggled again. She just had to see it one more time before she gave him his breakfast. “I just love seeing you do that,” she told him. “You really don’t look much like a man anymore. This ‘new you’ is so much better!” she said with a big smile on her face.

	Chad didn’t quite know how to take that. Was it a compliment, or something else? She appeared to be waiting for something, so he decided to take it as a compliment. He curtseyed again. “Thank you, Mistress.”

	The same thrill was still there, but not so much this time. She briefly wondered how he felt about not looking as much like a man anymore, but she didn’t pursue the question… it was one of those things that really didn’t matter, and there were other things that needed to be done now. “Okay, Sissy. Highchair time.”

	Chad followed her into the kitchen. A few minutes later, he was stuck in his highchair with a bib around his neck, eating a large bowl of overly bland baby cereal with a tiny rubber-coated baby spoon. From the very first attempt to get the cereal into his mouth, the cereal fell off of the spoon and dripped down his chin. He was instantly reminded of his thoughts earlier this morning. He felt like such an infant – especially with Mel laughing at him like she was currently doing. To cover his embarrassment, he grabbed the baby bottle she had put on his tray and took a big drink. It was only while he was doing it that he realized that drinking from the bottle also made him look like an infant. Damn! There was just no winning!

	Robin proudly carried her new gym bag into the office with her. She had it slung over one shoulder while the large bag she carried every day was hung over her other arm. As usual, both arms were loaded with other things in case she wanted to look through them during the day.

	As she walked past Chad’s cubicle, she noticed that he was there ahead of her. She paused ever so slightly, then continued on to her own desk. She would come back to him in a minute. She dumped everything from her arms down onto her desk. Her new gym bag went under her desk. Her large bag finally landed on top of everything else she had just dropped from her arms. She opened her bag and pulled out her mirror and checked her face and hair. Everything looked good enough. She put the mirror away and left to see Chad. “Good morning, Sissy,” she called from the entrance to his cubicle.

	Chad turned around in his chair at Robin’s greeting. For a brief moment, he almost replied, ‘Good morning, Mistress’ but he caught himself in time. “Morning, Robin,” he replied. He noticed that she seemed to be all smiles today. But then yesterday she had started the day that way too. It just hadn’t lasted.

	“Sissy!” she said excitedly. “You’re wearing the same outfit you wore Friday, but with blue hose!”

	Chad looked sheepishly down at his blue legs. “Yeah… well…”

	“Well stand up so I can see it better,” she said expectantly.

	Chad almost groaned, but he was getting fairly used to this now. He guessed that Robin probably should be excited because she was the one who had suggested the blue hose in the first place. He stood up and after a brief moment, slowly turned himself in a complete circle so she could see it all. He was ever so glad to see the look of excitement and joy still on her face when he got all the way back around again.

	“Sissy, you look really good! I told you those blue hose would make a difference.”

	Chad’s mind registered the compliment. Without thinking about it, he dropped a curtsey and his sissy voice said, “Thank you…” He caught himself before he got any further – he had almost said Mistwess. “Uh… Robin,” he finished.

	She giggled. “You’re funny!”

	Chad was so embarrassed by what he had just done that he was nearly beside himself. “Yeah, well…”

	Fortunately, Robin didn’t seem to be making much of his curtsey and voice at all. “Did you wear that today just because I suggested it to you?”

	Actually, that was the entire reason he was wearing it today. “Yeah. That’s it.”

	Before he knew what was happening, she was hugging him firmly. “Oh, it’s so nice to see you listen for a change!”

	Chad didn’t quite know what to do as she hugged him. It kind of felt good, but it felt awkward in a way too. He was actually relieved when she let him go and backed away from him again. He sat down where he felt safer. “Uh… You look good today too,” he said, trying to find something nice to say about her too. “In fact, you seem a bit happier than usual.”

	“Thanks!” she fairly beamed at his compliment. “I guess I am a bit more excited today. I stopped by the gym last night and paid my money. So now I’m a full-fledged member – just like you!”

	“Well, I don’t think they consider me a regular member,” he replied.

	“Oh. Maybe not,” she corrected herself. “But the point is that I’m going to my first aerobics class tonight right after work!”

	Chad wasn’t in the least happy to hear that. He had no doubt that by tomorrow he would be hearing all about what he had done there on Monday – only he’d be hearing it directly from her! And he could see no way to stop her.

	“Hey, want to see my new exercise outfit?” she asked excitedly.

	Chad found himself somewhat curious. “Sure, if you don’t mind.”

	Robin dashed out and came back a moment later with a brightly colored flowered bag. She held the bag up for him to see. “Isn’t it gorgeous?” she asked, obviously proud of her find.

	The tiny feminine side of Chad warred with the larger male side causing him to be hesitant about appearing too interested. And the truth was that he wasn’t that interested in her bag, but he was fairly interested in the clothes she had bought – the sissy side of him did go that far. He just didn’t want to appear too interested. “Uh, yeah! It’s real pretty,” he said about her bag.

	Robin stared at it happily for a moment longer as she held it up high in her hand. “I just love it,” she declared. “But wait till you see the outfit I bought! I can’t wait to wear it tonight!” She finally set the bag down on his desk.

	Chad got up so he could see better when she opened it.

	She stood over the bag and paused, looking straight at him, a gleam in her eye. “Are you going to show me your gym outfit?” she asked.

	Chad was shocked. How had they gotten back to his nonexistent gym outfit again? “I told you yesterday, no way!”

	“Then I’m not going to show you mine,” she declared.

	Chad was further shocked. “But you’ve got it right here!”

	“So? If you won’t show me yours, then I’m not showing you mine!”

	Chad thought she sounded awfully childish. “But why not?” he asked.

	“Why won’t you show me your outfit?” she replied.

	“Because mine is… embarrassing! Very embarrassing!” he stated flatly. “Is yours?”

	“Nope! Not in the least. But it is real pretty,” she said with a sly smile on her face. “Are you sure you don’t want to see it?”

	“Pretty? A work-out outfit?”

	“Sure! Why not?” Her sly smile returned. “Is yours pretty?”

	He shook his head. “Definitely not!”

	“But it is embarrassing?”

	“Yeah! You could say that! Very!”

	“I still don’t see what could possibly be that embarrassing about it,” she replied, “but until I get to see yours, then you don’t get to see mine!”

	Chad sat back down in his chair. There was no way he could ever tell her that the only thing he ever wore at the gym – when he was wearing anything at all – was diapers!

	“So you’re not going to tell me?” she asked, disappointed.

	“No way!” he replied.

	“Then I’m still going to keep bugging you till I guess what’s on your t-shirt.”

	Chad groaned out loud. “You’re not going to get it.”

	“Then if you don’t want me bugging you about it, show it to me. I promise I won’t tell anyone.”

	“I can’t!”

	“Why not?”

	“Because… It’s complicated!”

	Robin nearly had a fit. “Bullshit!” she returned angrily. Then her demeanor changed completely. Sounding and acting totally justified, she said, “Then the pressure won’t let up at all. I’m going to keep trying to guess it till I find out. In fact, maybe the other ladies in the company will help me guess it too.” Her sly look returned. “Are you sure you want to put up with everybody calling you with guesses all day long?”

	Chad was ready to have a fit. He could just imagine his phone ringing constantly with goofy women all trying to send him even goofier slogans. “No! Please!” he pleaded.

	“Then tell me what it is.”

	He shook his head. “I can’t!” he wailed.

	Her smile went from sly to wicked. “Then prepare yourself for the onslaught!”

	With one more wicked smile, she picked up her unopened bag and walked out. Chad could only stare at the empty cubicle entrance where she had disappeared.

	Robin wasn’t exactly seething inside, but she was now more determined than ever. She had offered to show him her new outfit that she was so proud of, but he still wouldn’t show her his. Why did he have to be so stubborn about it? It couldn’t possibly be that bad! And once he had said that phrase – “it’s complicated,” she had nearly had a fit! Well, he deserved what he was about to get! That is, if everyone else would go along with her. And she was fairly sure they would.

	Instead of calling all her friends, she opened up an email instead so he wouldn’t hear her. She began entering every name of every female that she was friends with in the company. When she was done, she began explaining what she wanted.

	 


Chapter 34 (Thursday – week 5 Part 2 of 6)

	Mel sat behind her desk thinking about Chad. Her dream this morning had been so unexpected. She knew that denying him the ability to be masculine in any way turned her on greatly, but she just hadn’t realized that it was going so far. She mentally ran through the list of what she had already done to him, from locking up his penis, to his clothes, to everything else. And now she was working on the latest piece – his voice. She giggled at the thought of him having to use his sissy voice all the time. Just making him talk in a higher pitched tone – more like a female – would have been fine, but she found that denying him the ability to use certain sounds and having to speak more like a toddler excited her even more.

	Her thoughts ran quickly to yesterday. She had been forced to punish him last night because he answered the phone in his normal male voice. She had absolutely no doubt that he used his male voice at work all the time. She had no control over that and had no idea how she could get it – yet. But she would think about it. She could however control how he answered the phone whenever she called. In fact, maybe it was time to test things right now! She picked up her phone and punched in his number.

	Chad was startled by the sound of his cell phone ringing. As quickly as possible, he opened his drawer and pulled it out of his purse. He was careful to check to see who was calling – Mel! Uh oh! He glanced around. He had to go somewhere where Robin wouldn’t hear him speaking! But where? If he ran towards the restrooms again like he did yesterday, Robin might check to see if he actually went in there.

	He made a mad dash up the hallway in the opposite direction, pushing the button to receive the call at the same time. “Hello?” he said breathlessly in his sissy voice into the phone, careful to not speak too loudly.

	“Sissy! What are you doing? Why did it take so long to answer me?”

	Chad turned down one of the hallways toward the outer doors where he hoped he would be less likely to be heard. “I… I had to fish my phone out of my purse,” he finally replied.

	“It shouldn’t take that long!”

	“It was in my drawer!”

	“It still shouldn’t take that long! And you sound like you’re running somewhere! I think you’re trying to hide from your friends again! Is that it? ”

	Chad wasn’t really running, but he was certainly hurrying awfully fast. He slowed down and stopped where he was, fairly sure he wouldn’t be heard. “Um… It’s difficult to talk at my desk, Mistress,” he replied.

	“That’s not an issue to me and you know it!” she replied. “The problem is that you still don’t want your friends to know! Well, that’s another demerit, Sissy! One way or another, you’re going to learn to do things right!” Mel quickly hung up the phone before he could say anything else. He was still trying to hide, which meant that she still wasn’t making any headway as far as him using his new voice all the time. But she still had no better solution to the problem than to give him a demerit and beat him for it later.

	Chad headed slowly back to his desk. It wasn’t till he had taken several steps that he realized that Mel had never told him the main reason she had called in the first place. Now he not only had another demerit to worry about, he didn’t know if he had to worry about whatever it was that Mel had called him for!

	Chad’s desk phone rang. He picked it up quickly figuring it would probably be Tom Robinson, his boss. “Hello?”

	“Hi Sissy,” a female voice giggled softly from the other end. Chad thought he recognized the voice but he didn’t remember the woman’s name.

	“Robin says we need to try to guess what’s written on your exercise shirt.”

	Chad was shocked. “She said what?”

	She giggled on the other end. “How about… ‘I hate being a man’?”

	Chad was still trying to come to terms with the fact that Robin had actually gone through with her threat. He shook his head as he answered. “Trust me. Not even close.”

	“Oh darn!” the voice on the other end giggled. “Now I have to think up another one! Bye!”

	Chad hung up his phone and just stared at it. She had actually contacted one of her friends to help her with guessing.

	“She didn’t get it?” Robin’s voice asked teasingly over the top of the wall separating them.

	“Not even close!” Chad replied.

	“Well, eventually one of us is bound to come up with it sooner or later.”

	Ugh! His phone rang again. Please not another one! He didn’t get his wish. Instead, yet another woman guessed something embarrassing. Double ugh!

	Gloria checked her watch. She had just a few minutes before her first client of the morning was due to arrive. Mel hadn’t called yet about lunch, but then she didn’t always. Plus, it was a bit early still. Since they had worked out their agreement concerning Chad yesterday, she wasn’t sure if Mel was still interested in having lunch again. But she did need to talk to Mel before tonight. It was important!

	She picked up her phone and called Mel’s office, but she got only as far as Andrea before she had to leave a message and wait for Mel to call her back. She saw her client pulling open the door. She would have to check with Mel later.

	Chad was slowly going through screen after screen on his computer, checking the work he and Robin had done. So far, it all looked really good. There were just one or two more little things that needed finishing. His phone had rung half a dozen times in the last hour with different women all trying to guess what was on his nonexistent gym shirt. It was aggravating to say the least, and the slogan’s they were guessing were also a bit embarrassing to think about. Embarrassing – but thrilling too! He would never admit it to anyone else, but he actually imagined himself wearing shirts with some of the slogans and could almost feel the embarrassment from it.

	“Break time,” Robin called from the entrance to his cubicle. He turned toward her. He really didn’t want to go today. If he did, all the women would probably spend the entire break time trying to guess the slogan. “Um… I’m not sure I want to go today,” he replied.

	Robin walked in and grabbed his arm and pulled. “Come on. You know I’m not going to let you stay here. Besides, you need to get out and talk to people once in a while.”

	“More likely you mean that they want to talk to me,” he replied, resisting her pulling. “They’ll all be asking about my gym shirt!”

	Robin giggled. “So all you have to do is tell us, and we’ll stop.”

	Chad shook his head. “No way!”

	“Then we’re all going to keep trying to guess.” She pulled on his arm again. “Now get out of that chair and come to break… or I’ll bring everybody down here to talk to you!”

	With a groan, Chad got up and followed her. He wasn’t really looking forward to it, but maybe the women would all get their ridiculous guesses out of the way now and then they would leave him alone later.

	As usual, the break room was filling up fast. A few of the women giggled and said good morning to him as he stood in line behind Robin waiting to get coffee. He was lucky enough to get one of the last doughnuts too which made him feel a bit better about things. Then he followed Robin over to the usual crowded table and pulled up a chair. Space magically seemed to appear for him as he did so. He had no trouble noticing that all eyes seemed to be on him. He also had no trouble noticing the look of absolute delight in the eyes of each and every woman. How many friends had Robin contacted? As he sat down, he felt like a lamb staked out in the midst of a pack of hungry lions. He took a bite of his doughnut and a sip of his coffee for courage as the onslaught quickly began.

	“Hi Sissy,” one of the women giggled. “Hey, isn’t that the same outfit you wore last week?”

	“Only with blue pantyhose today?” another woman added.

	Chad was surprised that they would even notice. “Yeah,” he replied. “You all seemed to think that blue pantyhose with it would be a good idea.”

	“So you’re not trying to wear something different every day?” Someone asked.

	Chad took a sip from his coffee before replying. “Not purposely.”

	“Well, the blue pantyhose do make it look a lot different,” someone else noted. “So it is a change.”

	“I kind of like it,” someone else stated.

	“Uh… Thanks,” Chad replied.

	“So you’ve got some kind of embarrassing gym outfit, huh?” another one threw in.

	“Tell us about it,” another one demanded.

	“I’d rather not,” Chad replied as he took another bite of his doughnut.

	“Why not?” someone asked.

	“Because it’s embarrassing,” Chad said with his mouth still full. He noticed the conspiratorial looks the women seemed to give each other.

	“So we’re going to be stuck guessing?” someone asked.

	“You got it,” Chad replied as he picked up his coffee to wet his mouth. He heard a few of them giggling again.

	“This is going to be a fun game,” someone said. Chad noticed that they all seemed to agree. The look of hungry lions was suddenly more pronounced.

	“So what color is it?” one of them asked.

	Chad was surprised by the question. He had just figured they would try to guess the slogan. “What color?”

	“Yeah, what color?”

	“Uh… Well...” He didn’t really wear any shirt. How could he answer? “Uh… I guess white,” he finally replied.

	“You guess? What’s that supposed to mean?”

	He realized he was getting himself in deeper and deeper. How could he answer? “Well, I guess it’s mostly white,” he replied.

	“Mostly? You mean it’s white but the lettering is colored?”

	There was no lettering. There was no shirt. But her question sounded like a good solution to his problem. “Uh… Yeah. Something like that.”

	“So what color is the lettering?”

	They weren’t letting up. But then, by now he didn’t expect them to. “Uh…”

	“I’ll bet it pink!” someone stated. “Probably hot pink!”

	He looked up at her, startled by the sureness of her guess.

	“That’s it girls,” one of them stated. “Look at the look on his face.”

	Chad was surprised. Now they were convinced that the lettering on his nonexistent shirt was pink.

	“Wait a minute!” someone interjected. “You know, there could be some kind of picture on his shirt too.”

	Chad stared at her aghast. Now they thought there might be a picture too? He was about to shake his head and tell them no, but someone else quickly noticed his surprised look. “Look at him,” she said, “you’re right! There’s probably something else on his shirt too.”

	“He did say his shirt was ‘mostly’ white,” someone noted. The picture and the pink lettering could account for that.

	“I’ve got it!” someone declared.

	Chad nearly jumped at her exclamation. What could she possibly guess?

	“Your shirt has the design of a bra on it… probably just like a real bra – all around. And it probably says something like… ‘I don’t ever go without my bra’.”

	Chad just stared wide-eyed at her. He was trying to imagine something like it and his imagination was having no trouble picturing it. “Uh… no, that’s not it,” he finally replied.

	“I’ll bet I’m not far off though,” the woman stated.

	Chad just shook his head as the onslaught of guesses kept coming. His coffee was long gone before the break was over, but the guesses kept coming, even as he and Robin walked back to their desks.

	It was a while before Mel could get back to Gloria when they both weren’t busy. “Hi Gloria, what’s up?”

	“Hi Mel,” Gloria replied. “Hey, are we doing lunch today?”

	Mel had to think about that a bit. “We can if you want. But it’s going to have to be a quick one. I’ve got to be in court this afternoon.”

	“No problem. Really. We can skip lunch today. But I’ve got to talk to you about something before tonight.”

	“Okay. So talk.”

	“Listen, Mel, when you come in tonight, I’m going to have to spend a lot more time getting him ready to answer our questions than usual. I just wanted to warn you about that. In fact, most of the time tonight will probably be spent on that.”

	“You are still going to ask the questions though?” Mel asked.

	“Yes, definitely. I just don’t know how long we’re going to have after I finish getting him ready for the questions. I have another new client that’s coming in after you tonight so I can’t extend the session like I usually do.

	“Just as long as you get the questions asked,” Mel replied. “So why will it take so much time?”

	“Well, if we want to make sure he’s telling us the truth, then I’ve got to get his complete trust. And to do that, I’ve got to try some techniques I’ve never done before. Plus, I want to strengthen some triggers to make it go faster in the future.”

	“Okay, you’re the expert. In fact, it sounds interesting. I can’t wait.”

	“Well, I don’t know how interesting it’s going to be, but hopefully it will be affective!”

	“Hopefully!”

	 


Chapter 34 (Thursday – week 5 Part 3of 6)

	Chad’s phone didn’t ring nearly as much after break, but it did ring occasionally. And the longer his morning wore on, the less it seemed to ring – something he was very grateful for. The women seemed to be running out of guesses – he hoped.

	He glanced at the time on his computer screen. He still had a few minutes left before lunchtime. He thought he could hear Robin typing on her keyboard in the next cubicle. The timing seemed to be safe enough. He opened the spreadsheet on his desktop where he kept his progress toward the bet and quickly found today’s date. Twenty-nine days to go! Seeing the number finally reach less than thirty seemed like a major milestone and made the amount of time left seem even less. He would win this bet! He still had no doubt!

	He moved up a row to yesterday’s date and filled in his best time that he remembered being able to hold back yesterday – only nineteen minutes! Two minutes less than the day before! Once again he was going backwards. It seemed like all the increased drinking along with Mel’s enforced diaper wetting games were taking a toll on him. If he didn’t get busy and manage to hold it longer again, then Mel might still have a chance! But still… nineteen minutes wasn’t so bad at all, was it?

	His eyes caught sight of the column of things that he wanted – his reasons to win the bet. He had relayed many of them to Sandy last night so she could design his apartment for him when this was all over. He couldn’t wait to see what she came up with. It was going to be great! He glanced again at his best time for yesterday. Only Nineteen minutes! He quickly closed the spreadsheet before he could get disgusted with himself.

	“Sissy!” the receptionist’s excited voice squealed the moment he walked through the door to the gym.

	“Uh… Hi,” he returned.

	She pouted. “Come on, you can do it nicer than that.” And then she giggled a bit even though she was trying to keep a stern look on her face.

	Chad didn’t miss any of it. Knowing it was no use resisting, he dropped a curtsey and said, “Hewwo,” in his sissy voice.

	The receptionist giggled uncontrollably. The look of absolute delight was all over her face. She leaned across the high counter as much as she could. “Can you lift your skirt so I can see what you’re wearing underneath?” She giggled again.

	Chad mentally groaned. Why couldn’t she just go get Cassie for him? But he knew she probably wouldn’t let up till she got her way, so he pulled his skirt up high.

	Her face registered nothing but disappointment. “I can’t see much of anything with those blue hose on today. They do look nice, by the way.”

	“Uh… Thanks,” Chad replied as he smoothed his skirt back in place again. “Can you get Cassie for me now?”

	But she didn’t leave just yet. “When do you ever wear anything where I can see your diapers?”

	Chad was fairly shocked by her question. He shook his head. “Never. I’m almost always very well protected when I leave the house. Especially for work.”

	The receptionist’s lips pursed in thought as if she was bothered by something. “Never?” she asked.

	“Never!” Chad confirmed. “I’m afraid that Mel has some very strict requirements for me.”

	“Mel is the woman who was with you on Monday?” She still looked bothered by something.

	“Yeah.”

	“You know. It’s a lot more fun when you talk silly instead of in your normal voice.”

	Chad mentally groaned again. “Can you please just go get Cassie for me?”

	“Not until you ask in your silly voice,” she teased. Her eyes suddenly glowed with interest.

	Chad was getting frustrated. At the rate things were going, he’d be here all day before he got to see Cassie and get his diapers changed. “Can you pwease get Cassie fow me now?” he asked in his sissy voice.

	Her eyes glowed with delight. “Now curtsey pretty as you ask me.”

	Chad wasn’t sure if he wanted to run out the door or hit her. Having little choice however, he dropped his curtsey and repeated his request.

	The receptionist giggled again with delight. “Oh, that’s so much better!” she teased. “Okay, I’ll find Cassie.”

	“Thank you,” Chad said.

	“Uh-uh! Curtsey please!”

	Chad felt like hitting her more than ever! But instead, he curtseyed yet again as he repeated his thank you.”

	Her eyes showed nothing but delighted mischief as she finally walked off to find Cassie.

	Chad had to wait a few minutes before they returned. As he was waiting, two women came out to leave. Unfortunately, one of them recognized him right away. “Oh! Look who’s here!”

	Chad’s face turned red as the two suddenly delighted women walked right up to him. “We so enjoyed your little visit the other day!” one of them said.

	Chad just nervously nodded. “Thank you,” he replied, rather embarrassed.

	“Are you coming back to do it again?” the other one asked hopefully.

	Chad shook his head. “I hope not.”

	The two women laughed a bit. “Well, we just wanted you to know how much we enjoyed it. It was quite a show you gave us.”

	“I know I’ll remember it for a long, long time,” the other woman added.

	That wasn’t exactly what Chad wanted to hear. “Thanks,” he mumbled yet again. He was ever so glad when the two women just said goodbye, one of them giving him a tiny wave with her fingers. Women! He watched them as they both walked out of the gym.

	“You’ve made some friends,” Cassie’s voice said, causing him to turn quickly back around.

	“Not really,” Chad replied.

	“It sure looked like it to me. They didn’t complain about you, did they?”

	“No.” Chad felt a bit of disappointment over the fact that they didn’t complain. “In fact, they both told me how delighted they were to see me.”

	Cassie nearly laughed. “See, like I said, you’ve got some new friends.” Chad wasn’t so sure at all.

	A little while later, Chad was drinking from another baby bottle while Cassie was removing his sodden diapers. As usual now, Cassie took careful note of the size of his penis inside his chastity device. Just as small as ever. “Does that thing ever get hard anymore?” she asked.

	Chad stopped drinking only long enough to answer. “It can’t,” he replied. “That thing won’t let it.”

	Cassie realized that she had only asked something obvious. “Well, does it ever get any bigger inside there?”

	Chad stopped drinking again. That was a different question. “I don’t really know,” he replied. “It’s always covered up with my diapers. I can’t see it. All I can really tell you is that at least it doesn’t seem to hurt me like it used to. I don’t think about it as much anymore.”

	Cassie nodded and went back to work on him as she tried to completely digest what he had just told her.

	Chad was also trying to digest what he had told her, but from his point of view. What he had just said was the honest truth. He didn’t think about it that much anymore. Getting harder, or bigger, while wearing the chastity device was not an option, it only brought pain. He was so glad that he hadn’t felt any pain from there in a long time now. In fact, the chastity device didn’t allow him to feel much of anything from that part of his body anymore since the plastic cover prevented him, or anything else, from even touching his penis. The only thing he could say that he felt there anymore, was pressure. Not so much the pressure from where the device was locked onto him, but a deeper lingering pressure that was more inside of him. The pressure from having no sexual relief in such a long time. His entire life was nothing but major sexual stimulation, while he was entirely denied the reward of relief. Frustration! Pure and simple frustration!

	“Okay,” Cassie said. “Roll over. Let’s do your other side now.”

	Chad set his baby bottle aside and rolled over. A moment later, he was feeling the wonderful sensations of Cassie’s hands spreading the lotion all over his backside. Would she play with him again today? There hadn’t been time yesterday. He felt her hands leave him again.

	“Scootch your knees up for me,” Cassie said.

	Chad felt nothing but elation at her words. A moment later, he felt the hard tip of her toy as she placed it against him. He was a bit surprised that she didn’t start with her fingers today, but he really didn’t care. Her toy was the closest thing to having sex that he was capable of feeling – even if he couldn’t ever get any true release from it. The moment she started to push on it, he opened himself up and pushed back again. He wanted that toy inside of him. He wanted to feel it going in and out of him. He wanted to feel… excitement!

	Cassie was a bit surprised at how fast he took her dildo today. She had purposely not worked her fingers into him before she used her toy. But today, he was obviously ready for it… and obviously wanted it. She had seen it many times before, but today he seemed to work himself up to a very excited state very quickly. “Does that feel good?” she asked.

	Chad barely registered her question, he was too intent on the feelings in his bottom. “Uh huh,” he grunted as he kept up his pumping, trying desperately for the release he wanted.

	“Is it as good as the way you used to have sex?” Cassie asked.

	Her question floored him. His pumping slowed quickly as he thought about it. Then came to a stop altogether. He was glad that Cassie had left her toy up inside of him so he could still feel it. But her question bothered him. Did it feel better? Or not as good? He honestly didn’t know. Worse, he honestly couldn’t remember how it felt to have sex the other way… the normal way. Especially not with her toy still in him, still stimulating him. With her toy still there, that was the only part of him that felt any pleasure. It was too hard to think about anything else. “I don’t know,” he finally replied. “I honestly don’t know.”

	Cassie wasn’t sure if she was surprised by his answer or not. In a way, she was sorry she had even asked the question, but in a way, she wasn’t. She had been genuinely curious. And whether he believed it or not, she honestly felt some sympathy for the poor guy. She felt him pulling away from the device she was still holding against him, then pushing slowly back into it again. He pumped himself a few more times then stopped, his head slumping to the floor as if he were defeated. She knew he was done and pulled it all the way out of him again. Had her question spoiled the fun for him? She hoped not. But then, why should it matter to her anyway? She told herself that it didn’t.

	Frustrated, in so many ways, Chad rolled back over again so she could rediaper him and grabbed his baby bottle. There was a comfort that very few people probably knew about in sucking on a bottle – well, except for real babies that is. Cassie’s question haunted him. Did it feel better, what she was doing to him – or for him? Or was it better the old way, the normal way? And why couldn’t he really remember how it felt the old way? He tried to chase the question out of his mind by concentrating instead on the feeling of Cassie diapering him while he sucked on his bottle – like an infant. More and more of an infant. Exactly like he had been thinking earlier that morning.

	Cassie watched him as she grabbed the jar of suppositories and opened the lid. He wasn’t watching her again. Instead, he seemed to be lost in his own thoughts. She didn’t even bother to take the lid all the way off this time. As she had done many times now, she stuck only her finger up inside of him, pretending to stick one of the little gems way up there. The look on his face as she did it was certainly not pleasure. She knew that he hated the darn things. But the strangest part was that he really couldn’t tell when she was faking putting one into him or not. “Do these things still work?” she asked.

	Chad’s face registered nothing but disgust as he pulled the bottle out of his mouth. “Too well!” he replied, then stuck the bottle back in again.

	“Do they work every day?” she asked, curious to know if there was a difference in the days when she only pretended to do it to him.

	“Every damn day,” he replied, the frustration of it clearly in his voice. “Just once, could you try not putting one into me… and not tell Mel about it? Please?”

	“Sorry, I can’t do that,” she replied. He made no answer, he only looked away from her again as he sucked on his bottle. He couldn’t tell when she wasn’t sticking them up into him, and now it looked like whether she did or not was having exactly the same result. Was Mel really winning here? She couldn’t be sure, but it looked like she might at least be making some headway.

	“Thanks, Cassie. I appreciate it.” Mel hung up her phone and sat back to think for a minute. What Cassie had just told her really wasn’t anything new. Not really. But it did confirm her suspicions – or hopes – or both.

	She found it odd though that he didn’t know if he ever got any bigger inside his chastity device than he seemed to be lately. She figured that guys, with their odd piece of flesh hanging off of them, would always know what it was doing. Especially since it was supposed to be so sensitive. But did the chastity device cancel out any of that sensitivity? She wasn’t a man, so she really didn’t have a clue.

	And as to him not knowing if the anal sex was a good as his old ‘normal’ way, well, she was fairly sure that he knew the answer to that one too. Of course it wasn’t! Was he just trying some kind of ploy in hopes that she would relent and let him feel sex like a man again? If so, he was going to be very disappointed!

	And as to the suppositories working whether or not they were in him, well, she pretty much already knew that. But it was nice to have some extra confirmation.

	All in all, so far, things were going mostly pretty good. Now if only she could solve his peeing problem so he couldn’t hold back at all anymore. Of course, Gloria could probably solve that in a few minutes, but Gloria was refusing now. She had been forced to settle for a compromise with Gloria that she wasn’t really all that happy with.

	She was trying to win this bet, and in some ways she knew that she was winning. She just wasn’t so sure about the one main part, the only part that really counted – making him completely incontinent.

	 


Chapter 34 (Thursday – week 5 Part 4 of 6)

	For Chad, the afternoon seemed to wear on interminably. He couldn’t quite get Cassie’s question out of his mind, and it bothered him. Was sex – if he could call it that – better the way that he got it now as opposed to the normal way? The way he was used to? It was a troubling question. One he would rather put out of his mind completely, but as usual, that kind of question always seems to linger and haunt you when you don’t want it to. Curiously, the only relief he got from thinking about it was the few phone calls he got from the women around the company, still trying to guess the slogan on his nonexistent t-shirt. And each guess proved to be a rather interesting relief.

	“Break time, Sissy,” Robin’s voice called cheerfully from his cubicle entrance.

	Chad turned around and leaned back in his chair. He had been checking his work on the project carefully all afternoon, searching for any problems. It was grueling work. That coupled with Cassie’s question weighing on his mind was starting to get to him. He took a deep breath for relief. “I think I need a break,” he declared as he turned back around and closed the programs he had been working with.

	“I know what you mean,” Robin replied. “This part of the job is not much fun.”

	“You can say that again!” Chad agreed as he followed her out of his cubicle.

	“So has anybody come close yet?” Robin asked as they walked up the hallway.

	Chad considered the question carefully. How could anybody come close if there wasn’t any slogan? “Not really,” he replied.

	But Robin noticed how long he had taken to answer. “I’m betting that somebody got close! You just don’t want me to know it!”

	Chad only grunted. “I’m not telling,” he replied teasingly.

	But Robin seemed more excited than ever. “Oh come on! You’ve got to! It’s only fair.”

	“No I don’t have to,” he teased back. “And it’s perfectly fair!”

	The two of them had to stand in a short line to get coffee again. As they stood there, Chad wondered why he was even getting the coffee. He certainly didn’t want any more liquids in his system. He was still having more trouble holding back than ever. But not getting the coffee might look suspicious, so he followed right behind Robin and got himself a cup.

	As he turned back around to follow her toward the women’s table again, he locked eyes with Derek who had been standing only two people behind him. He stopped at the unexpected meeting. “Sissy,” Derek greeted him in the way that guys usually do.

	“Hey Derek,” he replied. “How are you?”

	Derek nodded, “Doing fine.”

	Chad felt awkward talking to him. He looked down at his coffee and then at the table of women. He was about to say that he had to go, but Derek spoke first.

	“Do you want to join me for a change?”

	Chad was somewhat flabbergasted at his offer. Join him? Was he serious? He looked quickly back at the table full of women again. Many of them now were watching him intently. He had no doubt that they were all waiting with more ridiculous guesses as to what was on his nonexistent t-shirt. Would Derek be a better alternative? Against his better judgment, he said, “Okay.”

	He turned his back on the women and waited till Derek got his coffee. Then he followed his former friend to a table where the two of them sat by themselves. Derek lounged back into one of the chairs with his arm resting on another chair. Chad sat somewhat more demurely across from him. The two of them sat for a moment and sipped their coffee without saying anything. They both felt the awkwardness of the situation.

	“So you’re in the office today?” Chad asked. He knew it was a lame question. Derek worked on network systems. If he wasn’t out somewhere working, then he was here.

	“For now,” Derek replied. “You know how that goes.”

	“Yeah, I do.”

	Derek looked like he was about to say something else when Chad noticed his head turning to look at something. Chad turned to see what he was looking at. George, another old friend from the company was heading straight for their table.

	“Derek!” George greeted him before he had even gotten to the table. Derek motioned for George to take a chair, but George declined. “Sorry, I can’t stay.” He looked over at Chad and nodded. “I’d ask how you’ve been, but I’m not sure what to say.”

	“Don’t worry about it,” Chad assured him.

	George just nodded and turned back to Derek. “Hey, the wife’s going to be away again next week and I’m trying to set up another poker game. You in?”

	“When is it?” Derek asked.

	“Tuesday night.”

	Derek seemed to consider it for a moment. “Yeah, I’ll be there. Who else did you get?”

	“Just you so far.” He turned toward Chad, looking a bit uncomfortable. “I’d ask you again, but…”

	Chad waved his hand. “It’s okay. I’m busy anyway.”

	George looked relieved. “Yeah, good.” He turned back to Derek. “So Tuesday then?”

	“Yeah,” Derek replied. “Tuesday.”

	Chad and Derek watched as George walked away. Chad breathed a small sigh of relief. He would have enjoyed the poker game – under different circumstances. But not now… not the way he was currently living. But when he won this bet… when he won he would have a place that would be perfect for the guys to hang out. He would hold his own poker games. And he was looking forward to it. All he had to do was make it through one more month!

	“It’s a shame that you can’t play anymore,” Derek said, “I like having someone there that I can always beat.”

	Chad knew that he was mostly joking. “What do you mean, always?” Then he stopped to think for a moment. “Well, okay, you win more often than I do.”

	Derek laughed a bit. “Okay, so let’s say I ‘usually’ win! Do you miss doing things with the guys anymore?”

	For Chad, this was turning into a day full of tough, and disturbing, questions. “Sometimes,” he admitted quietly. “Of course I didn’t get to do too much before since I was married.”

	“But you’re still gung-ho over all this sex-change stuff?”

	“I’m not getting a sex change!”

	“No. It just looks like it!”

	Chad was fairly exasperated, but what could he say? To all appearances it probably did look exactly like that. “I’m not getting a sex change,” he repeated, more softly this time.

	“At least not yet.”

	Chad only looked at him. His friend didn’t understand. How could he? Chad barely understood it all himself. They each sipped their coffee for a few minutes while Derek studied Chad. Chad only stared at the coffee cup in front of him, unable to meet Derek’s eyes.

	“So are you planning on dating guys now?” he asked.

	Chad was aghast. “No! Not at all.”

	“But you’re still dressing and acting like a woman? What the heck for?”

	Chad stared into his coffee again. “It’s complicated!” It was the only answer he could truthfully give. He suddenly swigged the rest of his coffee to finish it and stood up. “I’ve got to go,” he said. “I’ve got a lot of work to do.”

	He didn’t stop at the table full of women on his way out. He barely looked over at them. They were all watching him. He strode purposely out of the room, trying not to look like he was hurrying at all, but his mood made him more aware than usual of the heals on his feet.

	“Sissy! Wait up?” Robin’s voice called behind him.

	He stopped, although he wasn’t really sure why, and turned back towards her. She was running to catch up.

	“What’s wrong?” she asked.

	“Nothing,” Chad replied as he continued walking again.

	“Well, something must be wrong for you to leave like that!”

	Chad just shook his head. “It really is nothing. I was just a bit… uncomfortable with him. That’s all.”

	“Uncomfortable? What did he say?”

	Trust a woman to want to know all the details. “Nothing much really. He still thinks I’m doing this as part of a sex change.”

	“Well, you’ve got to admit, it does sort of look like it.”

	“Yeah, I know. But it’s more complicated than that.”

	“Stop that! It’s not that complicated!”

	Chad didn’t say anything. Robin really had no idea at all.

	“So what else did he say?”

	“Not much. He asked if I was planning on dating men now.”

	Robin was surprised. It was something she hadn’t even thought of before. “Well, are you?” she asked tentatively.

	Chad looked over at her as they walked. “No! Not at all.”

	They walked in silence for a few moments. “I wonder if he wants a date with you.” Robin mused.

	Chad stood in front of his desk and stared at the flowers that were left from the bouquet he had gotten last week. It was looking fairly sick now, but then it only matched the way he was feeling since the suppository that Cassie had stuck up inside of him earlier was once again doing its work. Having no control of what was happening behind him at all, he forced himself to reach out and remove one of the withered stems from the bouquet. As the miserable mess filled his bottom and forced its way around his backside under the tight confines of his girdle, he removed a few more of the now dead flowers, trying to act as normal as possible under impossible circumstances.

	The bouquet didn’t look so good anymore. It looked sparse and dull. Most of the bright colors were now gone. All that was left were flowers now on their last gasp of life. It somehow made him feel disappointed. He had rather enjoyed the colorful display. It added a lot of interest to his dull cubicle. He knew it was worthless to keep the bouquet much longer, but he was reluctant to part with all of it just yet.

	He threw the now dead stems that he had removed into the trash. The suppositories seemed to be about done with their work now. He thought about sitting back down again, but somehow couldn’t bring himself to do it. It got that way sometimes.

	He knew he really couldn’t blame Derek for asking the questions he had – and he didn’t blame him. Not at all! It was just that the questions were once again, uncomfortable – in an uncomfortable situation. He almost laughed. Just like the uncomfortable situation inhabiting his bottom just then. He knew he should call Derek and apologize for his behavior, but he couldn’t quite bring himself to do it… kind of like he couldn’t quite bring himself to sit down yet either.

	He realized he was stalling. He had work to do and he had to sit down sometime. Gingerly, he forced himself back into his seat. Yuck! But he got quickly used to it. He got quickly used to it because it was something that he lived with every day now. Just another part of his new “normal” life. Realizing that he had now conquered one problem he was procrastinating over, he again thought of Derek. Derek had been trying to be his friend – still. He guessed he owed Derek something for that. He picked up the phone and tried to grab his courage. Apologies were so difficult.

	“Hey Derek,” he said into the phone. “I just wanted to apologize for my behavior earlier. It was really uncalled for.”

	“That’s okay, Cha… Sissy. I’m sure there are things that must be hard to handle.”

	“Yeah, you really have no idea. It’s just that… well… it’s hard to explain some of these things to people who were… are my closer friends.”

	“Well, if need be, I guess I can buy you a beer sometime and we can talk about it if you like.”

	“No thanks. Besides, I don’t really drink beer.”

	“Oh yeah, that’s right. Well, whatever you drink, if you need me, just ask.”

	“Yeah. Thanks, Derek. I appreciate it. And like I said earlier, sorry about earlier.”

	Chad hung up his phone and almost jumped out of his skin when Robin asked from the entrance to his cubicle, “Did I hear you say that Derek asked to buy you a beer?”

	Chad hadn’t heard her there so he was still trying to recover from the shock of her question. “Uh… no. Not really… well, he did… but it was…”

	“He is trying to ask you out! Wow! And I thought it was just this weird funny thought that I had.”

	“No he’s not! And I wouldn’t! He’s just trying to be a friend – in case I want to talk about anything. That’s all!”

	“Sounds like a date to me,” Robin replied excitedly – or teasingly. Chad really couldn’t tell which. “So, are you going to go?”

	“No!”

	Robin had a gleam in her eye as she headed back to her cubicle. “We’ll see, Sissy. We’ll see.”

	Ugh! Women!

	As soon as work was over, Robin happily grabbed her things, along with her new gym bag, and headed for the gym. She proudly walked in with her colorful new bag and showed her temporary membership card. She had only ten minutes to change before the aerobics class she was interested in started, but she wanted to check on something first. The receptionist behind the desk was one she didn’t recognize, but that didn’t mean anything. “Is Cassie still here?” she asked.

	“I’m sorry, you just missed her,” the current receptionist replied. “She went home just a few minutes ago.”

	Oh well, it didn’t really matter. It just would have been nice to see a familiar face before she got started. She thanked the receptionist and hurried to the locker room to change.

	She felt good in her new exercise outfit as she walked from the locker room to the room where the class would be. Most of the other women were already there ahead of her and a few of them greeted her kindly, sounding like they were genuinely glad that she was joining their group.

	It was about time to start, but she didn’t see an instructor yet. It wasn’t really her purpose in being there, but… well… she figured she might as well ask. What could it hurt? “Hey,” she said to a few of the women near her. “Have you heard about the guy who comes here at lunch time?”

	“I think I heard something about that,” one of the women confirmed.

	“Me too,” another one added. “And I think someone mentioned that something funny happened with him… or to him. I’m not sure which. But I don’t really know anything.”

	Robin was immediately interested and wanted to press the woman harder for details, but just then the instructor came in and called the class to order. By the time class was over, Robin was in no condition to think about anything other than getting home and soaking in a nice warm relaxing tub!

	 


Chapter 34 (Thursday – week 5 Part 5 of 6)

	Chad felt fairly happy riding in Mel’s car to their usual Thursday evening restaurant. He felt happy because for once, Mel hadn’t had him wear only one diaper after work. So he was dressed in his usual two diapers, with plastic panties, underneath his usual waist cincher, overly tight girdle, and of course today’s blue pantyhose. He felt much more secure and comfortable with all the extra protection. It also made him happy because for once, Mel wouldn’t be forcing him to try to get his diaper leaking within her two-hour time limit. It felt like a night off! Almost a vacation!

	And better still, not only did he not have to worry about cooking dinner, but tonight was relaxation therapy night – the one single best thing in his life now. He always came out of those sessions with Gloria feeling absolutely great!

	He momentarily thought back to last Monday when Mel had made him go into Gloria’s office dressed like a super sissy – and acting like one. Gloria had laughed hysterically. But the question now was, how would she treat him tonight? He’d just have to wait and see. In the meantime, he had dinner to look forward to with Mel.

	Mel parked the car and Chad started to get out, but Mel stopped him. “Wait a minute.” Chad looked back to her. “Grab one of your empty bottles and take it in with you.”

	Chad wanted to protest. Last week she hadn’t made him use a baby bottle in this restaurant – and they had both had a really nice dinner. But the look on Mel’s face made him hold his tongue. Reluctantly, he dug one of his empty bottles out of his diaper bag and started to put it into his purse.

	“Just hold it in your hand,” she instructed.

	Chad’s eyes went wide with surprise. He wanted to protest again, but the look on Mel’s face told him that protesting would be useless. Feeling more foolish than usual, he grabbed his purse in one hand and the bottle in his other hand and got out of the car. He always hated hearing the finality of the car locks closing behind him. He wished his skirt was a bit fuller as he followed Mel toward the restaurant entrance. Maybe then he could hide the baby bottle in his hand inside the folds of his skirt. But unfortunately, that wasn’t going to happen either.

	They had been to this restaurant quite a few times now. Chad couldn’t help but notice the interested looks he got from most of the staff as they went in. “Just two?” the hostess asked.

	“Yes, please,” Mel answered. Chad was glad that she was the one doing the talking tonight. He would have hated using his sissy voice here. The hostess started to pick up two menus, but Mel quickly stopped her. “Can we have one child’s menu, please?”

	The hostess looked around. “Still just the two of you?”

	“That’s right. The child’s menu is for her.”

	Chad felt very foolish as the hostess smiled and looked him over once again. Did she notice the baby bottle he held in his hand? Probably. He watched as she put one of the regular menus back then picked up a child’s menu. She then picked up a box of crayons and held them up for Mel to see.

	“Definitely!” Mel replied to the obvious question. Chad felt more foolish than ever as he followed Mel and the hostess back to one of the booths. The hostess set the adult menu on one side of the table and the child’s menu with the crayons on the other side. Chad didn’t have to ask which side he was supposed to sit at.

	The hostess waited as Mel and Chad sat down. Chad set his purse on the seat next to him, but the baby bottle… He couldn’t help but notice that the hostess was watching closely as he set it down on the table, as far back from the edge as possible – where he hoped it would be less visible.

	“Your waitress will be right with you,” she said just before she departed.

	“Give me that thing,” Mel said as she pointed toward his bottle. Chad pushed it across the table to her. Mel searched through her purse and finally pulled out a twenty dollar bill. She set the money near the edge of the table with the bottle right on top of it. Chad wasn’t happy about that at all! “You may as well start coloring,” Mel said as they waited for the waitress. “I’m sure you can do a really good job.”

	Chad noticed the wicked smile on her face. Reluctantly, he reached for the small box of crayons and dumped them out on the table – all three.

	The waitress that walked up to their table was one that Chad had never seen before. As she greeted them and gave them her name, Chad couldn’t help but notice that her eyes mostly seemed to travel back and forth between the baby bottle near the edge of the table and him with the crayons and child’s menu. “Can I get you anything to drink?” she asked, her eyes now focusing mostly on the baby bottle.

	“I’ll have coffee,” Mel said. Then she picked up the bottle and the twenty dollar bill and held them out toward the waitress. “Milk for her. And I’d like you to make sure that this is never empty.”

	The waitress seemed hesitant to take the bottle and the money. Mel continued to hold them out, waiting, and a second later, both were in the waitress’s hand. “Of course,” she replied just before she walked away.

	Chad felt his heart sink the moment she took the bottle. He picked up a crayon because he knew that Mel wanted him to and opened the coloring book menu.

	“Don’t bother worrying too much about staying in the lines,” Mel said. “But maybe if I like one of them enough, we can hang it on my refrigerator… and another one on your refrigerator too. Wouldn’t you like that?”

	Chad wasn’t exactly crazy about the idea… not one bit. But he replied, “Yes, Mistress,” in his silly sissy voice.

	“So how was your day today?” Mel asked as she watched him put a blue crayon to one of the pictures.

	Chad didn’t even bother to glance up from his work. “The usual. Embarrassing.”

	“Did Robin notice your blue pantyhose?”

	Now Chad did look up. “Oh yeah!” he replied in his sissy voice. “Unfortunately, when she complimented me on my outfit I didn’t think about what I was doing and curtseyed when I said thank you. Talk about embarrassing! And then she hugged me!”

	Mel’s dislike for Robin suddenly grew to a whole new height. She could just imagine Robin, the young bombshell, rubbing her double D sized breasts all over him. “And how did you like that?” she asked carefully.

	Chad shook his head. “It felt … uncomfortable. I sat down right afterwards so she wouldn’t do it again.”

	Mel instantly felt a little bit better. But still, it was obviously time to do something definite about the Robin woman! She seemed to be getting her claws further and further into him, and it had to stop! “I’m glad you curtseyed for her though. You should always do that, for everyone.” The moment Mel said it though, she wasn’t too sure she still wanted to include Robin in that group.

	Purposely moving Robin to the back of her mind, she asked. “Anything else interesting happen today? Did you talk to anyone else besides Robin? Do you ever talk to anyone else besides Robin?”

	Chad picked up another crayon. “Robin now has half the women in the company calling me, trying to guess what kind of slogan I have on my nonexistent t-shirt at the gym. So I talked to all of them.”

	“You mean instead of the pink leotards and tutu?”

	“Yeah. Geez! Some of the things those women can come up with. It’s embarrassing just to think about them. At break this morning they were all throwing guesses at me one after the other. It was crazy!”

	“And I’ll bet you loved every single one.”

	Chad stopped coloring. Sheepishly, he admitted, “Kind of.” Then he went back to his coloring. “This afternoon I sat with Derek again during the break so I wouldn’t have to listen to anymore wild guesses from the women again.”

	“Derek? How is he?”

	“Fine, I guess. George stopped by for a minute and invited him to a poker game he’s holding next week while his wife is away. George actually apologized to me for not asking me to play again – as if he had to. I told him I was busy anyway.” Chad picked up another crayon and attacked the book with it.

	“A poker game? Have you done that before?”

	“Yeah, a few times. George likes to set the games up every time his wife is out of town.”

	“I’m only guessing here, but aren’t these kinds of things mostly just a lot of guys sitting around drinking beer?”

	“And playing poker.”

	“But I thought you didn’t drink beer.”

	“I don’t. I usually bring my own drinks so George doesn’t have to worry about it.”

	“That’s awfully kind of you,” Mel noted.

	Chad stopped coloring again and looked at her. “After George left though, Derek decided to play the old ‘I’m still your friend’ game. He offered to buy me a beer anytime I felt I need to talk.”

	“But you don’t drink beer.”

	“And I don’t need to sit down to talk with Derek. Geez! Afterwards, Robin somehow got the idea that he wanted to date me! Can you believe it?”

	Mel was shocked on several levels. On the one hand, she was surprised that Derek would make such an offer, while on the other hand, she could just imagine how pretty little Robin might feel about Sissy going out with anyone else but her! Once again she forced Robin to the back of her mind – just not quite so far back anymore. “How do you feel about that though, your friend asking you out?”

	“He didn’t ask me out! I wouldn’t go anyway.”

	Just then, the waitress finally came back with coffee for Mel and the baby bottle full of milk for Chad. She set the coffee in front of Mel first then she looked back and forth between Mel and Chad while still holding the bottle. “Do you want this, or should I just set it on the table for him… uh… her?”

	Mel smiled. “You can just give it to her… unless you’d like to hold it while she drinks some of it.”

	The waitress looked shocked, but she recovered fairly quickly and just set the bottle down in front of Chad. “Are you ready to order yet?”

	Mel nodded and told her what she wanted. Then she looked over at Chad. “And how about you, Sissy. What do you want?”

	Chad’s eyes went wide. “I don’t know yet. I didn’t bother to look to see what they have!” Chad saw the waitress step back a bit at the sound of his sissy voice.

	Mel shook her head. “Just like a child. Do you need me to read it for you?”

	Chad quickly looked over the short menu selections intended for children. Not much of anything interesting at all. He chose the best selection he could see. “I’ll have the chicken fingers and fries, please,” he said to the waitress, still using his sissy voice.

	The waitress stood there staring at him for a moment, then nodded. “Got it.” She turned toward Mel, and I’ll keep checking his bottle for you too.”

	“Thank you,” Mel replied. She watched as the waitress walked away, then turned back to Chad. “So, are you interested in going out with guys?”

	“Definitely, not!”

	Mel watched him for a moment as he picked up another crayon for the picture he was coloring. “I’d be working awfully hard on that bottle too if I were you. I don’t want to feel like I’m wasting the money I just gave to our waitress.”

	Chad definitely wasn’t happy about that. But the intense stare that Mel was leveling at him was more than enough to force him to pick the bottle up and start drinking from it. He dared not let his gaze wander around to any of the other customers. Instead, he tried to focus his eyes down at the picture he was coloring. With one hand holding the bottle, he continued to color with his other hand. His double task made the coloring that much more difficult now because he had to keep his head up to drink from the bottle while trying to look down past the bottle to see what he was doing. Suddenly, staying in the lines became much more difficult.

	“So you’re not interested in going out with guys?” Mel asked.

	Chad shook his head, then realized that he couldn’t talk while drinking so he remove the bottle from his mouth for a moment. “Not at all.”

	“But you want to experience… how can I put this... life from a woman’s point of view? If you know what I mean?”

	Chad nodded and removed the bottle from his mouth again. Talking while drinking and coloring was getting difficult. “Yeah, but I’m not interested in dating guys.”

	“Not at all? Wouldn’t that be part of being a woman? Experiencing something like that?”

	Chad just stared at her with the bottle still stuck in his mouth. He tried to figure out just how he thought about the question. He finally shrugged and pulled the bottle away again. “I never really thought about it before. Dating guys is just something I’ve never been interested in. I guess I like women. They’re much more interesting. Maybe that’s why I like dressing like one.”

	Mel thought about his answer as she watched him going back to coloring while drinking. Actually, she was pleased with his answer because it meant that he wasn’t gay, probably not at all. There was something very satisfying to her about knowing that. But still, she wondered how embarrassing it would be for him to have to go out on a date with a guy sometime… just a simple date. Like to the movies and dinner or something – no sex!

	Chad was tired of talking about himself. Too many embarrassing questions. His entire day seemed to have been full of them. He briefly removed the bottle from his mouth again. “And how about your day? Was it bad?”

	Mel found herself gradually relaxing more and more as she opened up and told him about how busy things were at work. Some of the cases she had were major problems, some were stupid things that never should have come to legal issues in the first place. To everything she said, Chad seemed to listen intently, offering just the right comments or replies to everything.

	Before their dinner arrived, the waitress took his mostly empty bottle and refilled it for him. A few minutes later, Chad was able to put his coloring book aside so they could eat. The two of them continued to talk together while they ate – Mel in her normal friendly voice, Chad in his silly sissy voice. And Mel was surprised that even listening him talk like a ridiculous toddler, she still enjoyed talking with him… and just being with him too.

	As they both got near to being finished with their dinners, the waitress came back again to refill his bottle. Chad wasn’t very happy about that because he had already had way too much to drink. Even with no two hour limit to worry about, he had way too much liquid in his system to hold back for very long. He was more glad than ever to be wearing double diapers and everything else to protect him from leaking.

	“You still couldn’t finish everything,” Mel noted as she realized he hadn’t taken another bite in quite some time now. “Even from the children’s menu.”

	Chad looked down at his plate. “I’m way too full. Too many bottles of milk. I’m nearly drowning!”

	“Never too much to drink!” Mel replied. “Never! Are you ready? We’ve got to get moving.”

	Chad nodded and started to get up. “Don’t forget your coloring book. And I suggest you do your best to finish that bottle before we get to Gloria’s.”

	Chad looked at his bottle. It was still nearly full. He could never do it. But he reluctantly picked up the book he had been coloring in along with his mostly full baby bottle and followed Mel out. At least he would be back in the car in a few minutes where he would be out of sight – sort of.

	 


Chapter 34 (Thursday – week 5 Part 6 of 6)

	Gloria watched anxiously for them to arrive, even though it was still a few minutes early. She was ready to get started. Tonight would be the beginning of getting the answers she wanted. She was happy to see Mel’s car driving into her little parking lot. Was it her imagination, or did she see him drinking from a baby bottle as they drove in? No matter. That wasn’t her concern.

	She greeted the two of them warmly the minute they walked through her door, taking careful note of how Chad was dressed – a far cry from the ridiculous outfit he had on last Monday in her office. Trying to be as professional as possible, she carefully didn’t mention that event. Two minutes later, both Chad and Mel were getting comfortable on her couches and she was adjusting the lights to a much more relaxing level. She looked around the room at all the details. Everything looked perfect. It was time to begin.

	“Okay, you two. Let’s just start with some nice relaxing deep breaths. In… and out. In… and out. Good.” Her voice droned on and on, giving little instructions, little suggestions. Relaxing them both. Releasing their worries about everything that was stressful in their lives. More and more she began including the little trigger words that would drop Chad into a deep trance. Still talking, she quietly wandered over and touched Mel on her arm, signaling her to wake up so she wouldn’t get hypnotized too. More trigger words for Chad. Deeper and deeper.

	Mel almost jumped out of her skin at Gloria’s touch. It had been so long now since she had been able to have a full session with Gloria. She almost ached for it. The brief little period she had just enjoyed had been wonderful, just not long enough. She watched as Gloria continuing working with Chad. So far, she didn’t see anything different than usual. She was tempted to close her eyes again and just relax while she waited for Gloria to work with him, but she dared not. Gloria’s suggestions and voice were too tempting. She finally sat up as quietly as possible to just watch.

	Gloria ran him through all her usual routines, the things he was most familiar with, dropping him further and further into deeper and deeper levels of trance. Finally, she felt like he was ready for some new things. Over and over again, between suggestions that he already knew, she started telling him that she wanted him to trust her. After a while, that suggestion changed to telling him that he did trust her, completely. Then she started working on how important it was for him to be honest and truthful with her, totally. Over and over again, sinking those ideas into his head, making him need to be honest and truthful with her.

	She finally looked over at Mel, who looked mostly bored. She had warned her. Unfortunately, she wasn’t quite done getting Chad ready yet. There was still one more important step. “I want you to picture some place that you would find totally safe, and secure. Someplace wonderful. Someplace where only you exist… only you and the sound of my voice.” It took a moment, but she finally saw a smile creep onto his face. “Do you have that place?”

	“Yes,” he replied, still smiling.

	“Good. Now remember, there is nobody there except you and the sound of my voice. Nothing that can harm you. Nobody that can upset you. This is your special place, the place where you can always go to and find happiness and peace. Everything else, that isn’t the sound of my voice, is nothing but a faint gently breeze on your face. Nothing else. This is your place where you are always calm and relaxed and happy. Yet this is also the place where you can examine the truth about yourself without worrying about it or getting upset about it. Remember, just you and my voice. Everything else is only a gentle breeze.”

	She worked with him for a few moments longer on this, wondering if Mel realized that she had just attempted to fix things so that he wouldn’t hear anything that Mel might say. Mel still looked totally bored, but also, she seemed a bit anxious now too. She couldn’t blame her. She was quite sure that Mel was anxious to get her questions asked. She nodded at Mel. “I think it’s time to ask some questions,” she said, careful to word things so that both Mel and Chad would understand it in their own way. Mel suddenly seemed to come back to life. As much as Gloria wanted to get to her own questions, she knew that if she didn’t ask Mel’s first, Mel would probably start to go crazy.

	She turned back to Chad. “Remember, you want to be honest with me. You want to be honest with yourself.” She looked briefly back at Mel, then turned to Chad again. “Tell me, do you still want to win the bet?”

	“Yes,” Chad replied. “Definitely.”

	“Are you still trying to hold back every day? Trying to gain more control?”

	“Yes,” Chad replied. “When I can.”

	Gloria noticed that his face seemed a bit more troubled. “Remember, this is your calm, relaxing place. Nothing can trouble you here. Here you feel safe to look at the truth.” She waited a moment then continued. “What did you mean by ‘when you can?’”

	“Lately, the only time I can do it is when I’m at work. Mel has me keeping to a wetting schedule now that’s almost impossible to keep. She’s not letting me hold back at all when I’m not at work.”

	“So tell me, the last time you were here, you were able to hold things for almost half an hour. Have you improved any?” She saw Mel leaning closer now. This was the heart of Mel’s question. She couldn’t help but notice the troubled look on Chad’s face again. “Remember, you can be relaxed and honest. Nothing can hurt you here. Nothing can bother you here. You want to look at the truth.”

	“I’m going backwards,” Chad finally replied.

	Gloria heard Mel’s overly loud sigh of relief. She saw Chad seem to smile a bit. “What are you smiling about?”

	“A nice cool gentle breeze just blew across my face.”

	Gloria smiled, then continued. “Why are you going backwards?”

	“Mel’s wetting schedule… and way too much to drink. I can’t hold back very well with so much liquid in my system. It’s usually not till later in the afternoons when I get a chance to hold back really well.”

	“And how long are you able to hold back now?” Gloria asked. She felt Mel leaning even closer. Again, she saw the shadow of trouble cross Chad’s face, but she ignored it this time.

	“Today I only managed eighteen minutes. Every single day I’ve lost a few more minutes. But still, eighteen minutes should be pretty good.”

	Mel was ecstatic! She had managed to trim his best time last week down by over ten minutes! What she was doing with him was working. But would it continue to work? Would it still be enough? She heard Gloria talking to him again, reminding him about his need to be honest. She forced herself to sit still and listen again.

	Gloria glanced quickly at the clock. There wasn’t much time left and she had another client coming after them. She would have to ask her questions quickly. “Chad, remember when this bet started? Did you really want to be incontinent then? Truthfully.”

	“Yeah, I did,” Chad replied.

	“But you don’t want it now?”

	Chad didn’t answer for a few moments. His face looked troubled again. “I do… but I don’t.”

	“Can you explain that?” She glanced at the clock again.

	Chad was slow to answer as he thought about the question. “I really like the humiliation of not being able to control myself. Plus, there are times now when I wet myself or mess myself with no notice at all. I find that it’s a very interesting experience. Fairly exciting. Maybe because it really is like being incontinent. No control at all.”

	Mel found his words very interesting and exciting too.

	“So why don’t you like it?”

	Chad seemed to sigh a bit before he answered. “The bet. I just feel like I have to win. Plus, I really want people to like me again. I really want my self-respect back again. In some ways, I really love everything that Mel is making me do, but in other ways, it’s ruining my life.”

	Gloria glanced at the clock again. She was out of time. She needed to start bringing him back out of it again – carefully. But she had a few more answers now. And answers she knew were truthful. It wasn’t much new information at all really. But she knew that everything he had just said was totally honest. Unfortunately, his final bit of information left some big holes that would need to be explored another time.

	Slowly and carefully, she began pulling Chad up out of his trance, reminding him of all the triggers she had planted in him, old and new. She reminded him that he would never remember being hypnotized. He would only remember being very relaxed and how good he felt afterwards. She saw Mel laying back on her own couch so that when Chad woke up he wouldn’t know she had not been relaxed. A minute later, the session was over. Chad was fully awake with a big smile on his face. Mel’s face looked happy too, but not nearly as much as Chad’s.

	On the drive back to her office where Chad would pick up his own car, Chad felt so relaxed, and so happy, but he was totally silent. He was silent mostly because of the baby bottle stuck in his mouth that Mel had ordered him to finish. Since he wasn’t talking, Mel’s mind began musing over what she had just learned. He was down to eighteen minutes. But that was still an incredibly long time, even if he didn’t seem to think so. Somehow, she had to take that away from him – all of it. He had said that he thought her new single diaper exercise was working, she would definitely stay with that until she could think of something better. He had also said that too many liquids made it difficult for him to hold back. Well, that figured too. Then she remembered the part where he had mentioned that it wasn’t usually till late afternoon when he was able to hold back the longest – the time when he had less fluids in his system. Was that the key? But how could she do anything with that if he was at work? Things to think about. Obviously, she still had a lot of work to do with him. A lot!

	She pulled up next to Chad’s car and waited as he grabbed his diaper bag and got his own car started, then she backed out and headed toward home. But on the way back to her apartment, her thoughts ranged not so much on what she had learned at Gloria’s but more on what he had said earlier during dinner. She could just imagine what kind of slogans the women were probably coming up with. Women could be so inventive sometimes. Then there was the picture in her mind of him going out on a date with a man. How uncomfortable would he feel about that? But mostly, for reasons she couldn’t explain, she kept picturing him at the poker game with the guys. Why? Other than the fact that she saw him there dressed pretty much as he was, there was nothing much more exciting there. In fact, it was really one of those masculine activities that she wanted him to have nothing more to do with. So why did it fascinate her so much?

	The minute they were both back in her apartment, she made him start getting undressed. Everything that covered him from the waist down. Chad figured that it would be back to the single diaper again, but he had forgotten about something.

	“Don’t forget to prepare the floor thoroughly before your punishment,” Mel said as she headed back to her own bedroom to change into something more comfortable.

	His punishment? Damn! The demerit for not using his sissy voice on the phone earlier. It wasn’t something he was looking forward to at all. But at least it would be for only one demerit. He spread a bunch of disposable diapers out covering a fairly wide area because now Mel was “requiring” him to pee during his punishments. Talk about stupid! It was humiliating too though, very. By the time he was finished, Mel came back out wearing just jeans and a comfortable top.

	“Are you ready?” she asked.

	Chad wasn’t ready at all, but he had no excuse to put the punishment off. He curtseyed. “Yes, Mistress.”

	Mel walked over and picked up her yardstick while Chad leaned over the back of the chair in front of him. Mel looked over the diapers he had spread all around that area of the floor and approved. If we keep having to punish you, then maybe we should find something else that’s easier to use,” she said as she raised her stick.

	Chad turned his head at her comment and was about to agree that it would be a good idea when the stick swoshed through the air and landed with a stinging crack on his backside. “Ow!” Instead of agreeing with Mel’s last statement, he stood up, curtseyed, and thanked her in his silly sissy voice. Then he leaned back against the chair and raised his bottom to make it a better target for her miserable stick.

	By the fifth stroke, the tears were coming down from his eyes uncontrollably. But it wasn’t tears that concerned him, it was the fact that he still hadn’t peed yet during the punishment. Because if he didn’t manage to do it before the ten strokes, then he would get another five. And he didn’t want that at all. He had felt so good after the session with Gloria, but that was all wiped away now. Why did they even bother to go if she was going to do this to him?

	Eight strokes. Eight curtseys. Eight times thanking her, trying to talk coherently in his sissy voice. Then nine. Then ten. But he still hadn’t peed. More reluctantly than ever, he leaned back against the chair for the extra five.

	“You know, Sissy.” Mel said as she delivered another nasty swat. “You’d think that you would get the point by now about using your old normal voice.” She waited till he had thanked her again, then continued. “One way or another, we’re going to stop you from using it.” Swish. Whap! “So I suggest you think very hard about all the pain that talking that way is going to bring you. Or maybe we need to find something even more painful than this!”

	Chad was horrified at the thought of something that might be more painful. He wasn’t sure that he could take it. But there was still no way that he was going to talk in his stupid sissy voice at work! A few blows later, Sissy curtseyed and thanked her for the last time. He still hadn’t managed to pee even during the extra five blows.

	Mel had him lay down right where he was and put one of the diapers that had been under him, on him. The minute she brought it up between his legs and taped just one side of it, he started peeing. She almost laughed. “Better late than never, Sissy.” She taped the other side firmly. “Two hours now. You know how it works.”

	Chad picked up all the remaining diapers, his actions making his stinging backside sting all the more. Then he headed straight to the kitchen to get himself another bottle. He had to keep drinking if he didn’t want another punishment. As he entered the kitchen, he saw Mel looking through the coloring book that he had worked on in the restaurant. He pulled a fresh bottle out of the dwindling supply that took up a major part of her refrigerator and started to wander back out toward the kitchen.

	“Look at these, Sissy,” Mel said as he walked past. “Which ones do you think we should hang up?”

	Hang up? She couldn’t be serious! Mel turned back to the beginning of the book.

	“I’m not so crazy about these first few,” Mel declared as she looked at each one then flipped past them. “But I can see a definite improvement starting from here, right after she brought you your bottle back.”

	Chad looked at the pictures. They were his worst! He couldn’t see properly to color them because of the bottle in his line of vision. He had also had only one hand to work with. Consequently, the pictures looked much more like a child had done them.

	Mel finished looking at the pictures he had finished coloring then turned back to the first ones that had looked more childish, his two absolute worst ones. “I think I like these the best,” she declared. “What do you think?”

	“I liked the ones at the beginning better,” Chad replied.

	Mel shook her head. “No, I don’t. They don’t show the real you.”

	Chad didn’t reply. He only watched as Mel found a pair of scissors and cut one of the pictures out. Then she taped it prominently to the front of her refrigerator where anyone could see it. “There!” she declared. “I think that’s lovely.” Chad only found it embarrassing.

	It was close to the two hour time limit before Chad managed to get his diaper to leak. He had been getting worried that he wouldn’t make it, but somehow his body managed to respond adequately.

	Mel glanced at the clock. He had made it with only three minutes left to go. “I was getting worried there, Sissy. I was beginning to think for sure that we would have to get my stick out again. Okay, let’s get you changed.” She grabbed four disposable diapers from her own stash of them and had him lay down right there in her bathroom. She removed his sodden leaky diaper and put a fresh one under him. She wiped him off, taking note that his penis inside his chastity devise was just at small as ever.

	She grabbed her jar of suppositories from her bathroom counter and stuck one of them up inside of him. Then she put some baby lotion on him and a bit of baby powder and taped four of the diapers onto him, cutting the outer liner of each of the inner diapers to allow the moisture to soak through as necessary.

	“Okay, Sissy,” she said. “You can go home now. Have a good night.”

	Chad wished her a good night too and grabbed his things and walked out her door clad only in the super thick wad of diapers from the waist down. He was long past caring what anyone else outside might think as he headed next door to his own apartment. He was ready for bed. It had been a long, and humiliating, day… again. He didn’t want to think about what tomorrow might bring as Mel wished him goodnight and he made his way back to his own apartment. His own quiet little apartment. With it’s empty blank walls, and empty blank floors, and his little blow-up bed. But it was his. Everything he had in the world… for now. But when he won this bet, there would be more! So much more!

	 


Chapter 35 (Friday – week 5 Part 1 of 8)

	Her dreams were mostly scattered images, flitting from one vague subject to the next. But as the night wore on toward morning, more and more of those dreams became about Sissy. Eventually, even though she remained mostly asleep, her conscious mind became aware of her dreams – or thoughts. Sissy – in a pink leotard with white tights and a white tutu, pink ballet slippers on his feet, dancing to her favorite ballet music. Sissy – out on a date, with a man, feeling horribly humiliated as he was forced to dance with him… and then kiss him! Sissy – playing poker with all of his friends – but there were no exciting or even revolting feelings from this last dream. Yet the dream refused to go away.

	Over and over again the final image of him playing poker with the guys played itself in her mind. Consciously, she became more and more bothered by it. Why couldn’t she get it out of her head? It was all wrong for him. She didn’t want him doing ‘guy’ things at all! Her conscious mind knew perfectly well that he wasn’t going to do it, yet she still couldn’t shake herself from the idea. Why? And surprisingly, the more she thought about it, the more interested in it she became. Almost as if she wanted him there at that game. Why?

	Her alarm went off, dragging her fully out of sleep – although she had already been mostly awake. She leaned over and turned it off and sat up on the edge of her bed. Visions of him playing poker with his friends still played through her mind. Why? Maybe coffee would help. Yes, definitely coffee!

	She got to her feet and trudged into the kitchen. The picture that he had colored so childishly last night at the restaurant, that was now taped to the front of her refrigerator, immediately caught her eye. She smiled at it… even as visions of him playing poker with the guys returned to her mind. Why was she so fixated on it?

	She filled her coffee maker with grounds and added the water. Still thinking about him playing poker, she watched as the coffee began dripping into the pot below.

	Chad pulled the first of his required thee morning bottles out of his refrigerator and headed back toward his lonely chair in the living room to drink it. Before he got there however, something odd caught his attention. There, taped to the wall, right in front of his chair where he couldn’t miss it, was another of the pictures he had colored last night in the restaurant. He stared at it in shock! Just looking at the childishly colored picture made him feel funny inside. His day had just barely started and already the new humiliations were coming at him. He was now more worried than ever about what the rest of the day might bring.

	He sat down in his chair and automatically put the bottle to his lips. He stared at the picture for a while, then tried to look elsewhere and put it out of his mind, but since the picture was taped right in front of him, his eyes kept going straight back to it. Did she have to pick one of the ones where he was trying to color while drinking his bottle? Not only did the crayon marks look like scribbling, they strayed out of the lines in more places than he could count. Totally childish!

	He was tempted to rip the picture down and throw it away, but since Mel had put it there, he figured he’d better not. He tried to turn his mind instead to the day ahead. It was Friday – thank goodness! Maybe! Tonight would be nail salon night. He looked down at the fingers of his hand that wasn’t holding his bottle. Pretty nails. He still thought the new length made his fingers look more feminine. Would Mel finally arrange to have them cut shorter again where they would be less in his way? Or not? He stared at the back of his hand and his fingers again. Pretty nails… pretty fingers. Much more feminine looking than they used to be… he thought. Maybe he should ask Mel to keep them that length. He did kind of like them. As difficult as they were and as humiliating as they were, they really weren’t all that difficult to manage at all. If he asked her, would Mel let him keep them that length? It seemed like lately she was changing the length every week. But if he asked her, would she just leave them alone this time? Did he dare ask?

	As he dropped his hand, his eyes automatically focused on the crayon picture again. It was now the second of two things hung on his walls and unfortunately, the placement forced him to notice more the other item there – the framed copy of the bet contract. The contract was hung just a little bit to the side and about a foot above. Previously, his eyes had been able to ignore it, barely noticing it at all. But now, the placement of the new picture seemed to call all that much more attention to it. Both items made him feel a bit squeamish inside. And now, they both would be harder to ignore.

	His bottle finished, he set it on the floor next to his chair and headed straight to the bathroom to begin getting cleaned up. He had a lot to do before he went over to Mel’s apartment. Get his bloated messy diapers off, shower, shave all over, get back into two diapers and plastic panties, do his hair, do his makeup, and figure out what he was going to wear for the rest of the day. All that, along with finishing two more baby bottles. The bottle he had just left behind would get picked up later and would be taken back to Mel, along with his next two bottles and the three empty bottles he had finished before he went to sleep last night. Ugh! Way too many baby bottles in his life!

	Mel pulled on a pair of comfortable pants and an old soft top. Chad would be back in a little while, it was time to make breakfast for him – his baby cereal. The thought of it amused her as she carried her empty coffee cup back to the kitchen. She poured herself a fresh cup, took a sip, and began preparing his breakfast. As she stirred the creamy white baby cereal, her mind again went back to her question of the day. Why did she keep thinking about him playing poker with his friends? It made no sense! She got his tiny rubber coated baby spoon out along with his bib and removed the tray from his highchair. Everything was ready – early. But that was no problem. She turned the heat off under his cereal and poured it out into a bowl so it would be ready.

	Picking up her coffee cup again, she leaned against the counter and stared at the crayon picture he had colored last night. She wondered how he felt about the one she had left for him last night. The pictures were really the perfect little item to show off to “friends.” In fact, she wondered if Sandy might like one. Sandy was overly interested in the baby side of him. Maybe the next time she and Sissy went out to a restaurant, she would have him color another one just for Sandy. She giggled at how she imagined he might feel if he had to carry the picture over to Sandy’s apartment and present it to her – like a child. Sandy, she knew, would love it!

	Chad stared at his reflection in the full length mirror mounted to his closet door and turned a bit left then right to check his image. There was still one pair of pants left in his closet that he could have worn today if he wanted to, but they were even tighter than the pants he had worn on Wednesday. Which meant that there was no way he could ever hide his diapers when they got bloated. The pants were not an option to wear to work.

	So today he was wearing another dress – another new dress. This time his black and white zebra print dress with the wide full skirt. The only real hints of any color were from the pink stones in his necklace and his ring. He was sure that the ladies at work were going to love it. Not only did he think it looked really nice, if not a bit dressy, but the fact that it was another new outfit that he hadn’t worn before would certainly get their attention too. He suddenly realized what he had been thinking. How odd was it that he would suddenly want their attention over the clothes he was wearing. Previously, he had been more concerned with them not noticing. How very odd indeed!

	Ready to go, he quickly gathered up all the baby bottles from last night and this morning and dumped them into an old plastic grocery bag. He grabbed his diaper bag and his purse and headed out the door.

	Mel opened her door to his knock and blinked a few times in surprise as she watched him curtsey and give his usual morning greeting. She had expected him to be wearing pants today not a dress. Not only that, but the dress looked a bit more formal on him today than she remembered from seeing it in the store last week. “Good morning, Sissy,” she returned as she stood back out of the way to let him in.

	She took the bag of empty bottles from him and waited till he had set his purse and diaper bag down. Then she really looked him over carefully. “You surprised me today. I expected that you would be wearing pants again. You only have two pair.”

	“I don’t dare,” he replied, careful to use his sissy voice. “The pair I wore before was so tight that my diapers started to bulge the crotch out too much when they got bloated. It was too noticeable. The pair I have left is even tighter. There’s no way I could hide what I’m wearing underneath.”

	“So you chose something with a skirt instead?”

	“Yes. It’s safer that way. I hope you don’t mind.”

	“I don’t mind at all. What you wear to work is up to you. As long as it’s in your closet that is. That dress does look really nice, by the way.”

	“Thanks,” Chad replied. “I’m hoping that will be the general consensus when I get to work.”

	Mel almost laughed. “Don’t worry. I’m sure you’ll be quite a hit.” But her next thoughts ran directly to the Robin woman. Would she like the way he looked in this dress a little too much? “Breakfast time, Sissy. Up in your highchair.”

	A few minutes later, Mel was leaning against her counter watching him make a total fool of himself trying to eat his breakfast with the tiny little baby spoon. The bottle of juice he was drinking didn’t help his situation either. No matter how hard he tried, he just looked like… a baby! A big grown up baby for sure, but a baby none the less.

	But as she watched him, her mind suddenly began overlaying images of him dealing cards out on his highchair tray. She shook her head to clear it. Why couldn’t she get it out of her head? It was stupid?

	“Mistress?” Chad’s voice interrupted her crazy thoughts – banishing them for a few moments.

	“Yes, Sissy?”

	He held up one of his messy hands as if showing it off. “Is there any chance I can keep the length of my nails like they are now when we go for our appointment tonight?”

	His question surprised her totally. First he seemed to be fairly excited about showing off the dress he was wearing, and now he wanted to keep his longer length nails? “You don’t want them cut a bit shorter?”

	Chad looked at the nails on one of his hands again for a moment. He shook his head. “I think I like them this length. Maybe it’s just my imagination, but I think they make my hands look more feminine.”

	Again, Mel was surprised by what he had just said. “You can if you want, Sissy. Tell you what, I’ll leave that up to you tonight. You can tell your nail tech exactly what you want. In fact, you can pick the color too.”

	Pick the color? Chad wasn’t sure he was ready to do that. It would be like taking too much responsibility in the process. He wouldn’t have her wishes to stand behind. It would be like he was feminizing himself. “Uh… maybe I should let you decide,” he replied.

	“No, I think it’s past time that you started thinking about some of these things yourself.”

	As Chad resumed eating again, he was more troubled about what he would have to do at the nail salon than he thought he would be. All he had wanted was to keep the pretty nail length he currently had. Now he would have to be making too many decisions. And he had no doubt that if Mel wasn’t happy with any of his choices, then next week she would find some way to make him miserable about it – like she had done when she had the super long nails put on him a few weeks ago. That had been really difficult to deal with.

	As Mel went back to drinking her coffee again, she found herself amused by his strange request. Imagine, he didn’t want his nails cut shorter this time. How strange!

	A little while later, she watched as he headed out the door for work, purse slung over the crook of one arm and his freshly stocked diaper bag over his other shoulder. She headed back to her bedroom to begin getting ready for work. But the thought of him playing poker with his friends intruded into her mind once again. Why couldn’t she get rid of the thought? There was no way she was going to let him run off to act the least bit like a man again. So why was she suddenly considering it?

	 


Chapter 35 (Friday – week 5 Part 2 of 8)

	As Chad was about to enter his cubicle, he caught sight of Robin’s cubicle just a short distance away. He wasn’t sure if Robin was there yet or not – probably not – but he suddenly remembered that she was planning on going to that aerobics class last night. As he dropped his purse into his desk drawer, he worried about it more than ever. Did she find out about him during her class? He sat down in his chair and hit the button to start booting up his computer, but he had to get up again and try to straighten out his skirt because it was all bunched up uncomfortably under him.

	Once he got himself settled again, he watched his computer going through its startup process. But while it was doing that, all he could think about was what Robin might have heard at the gym last night – and how mad she might be at him because of it. He tried desperately to figure out the different ways that she might react? The more he thought about it though, the more convinced he was that she now knew everything that he had done at the gym last Monday – absolutely everything!

	“Hi Chad,” Robin called as she paused briefly at his cubicle before continuing on to her own desk.

	“Hi Robin,” Chad returned worriedly as he watched her walking away. She hadn’t said anything – yet. Was that a good sign? Less than a minute later, she was back. He couldn’t read anything from her face but she didn’t look as excited or as happy as she did yesterday. He mentally prepared himself for the worst.

	“Wow! Another new dress!” Robin exclaimed, her face suddenly lighting up.

	Chad was caught a bit off guard since he was expecting to hear all about what she had heard at the gym. “Uh, yeah. I think it’s nice.”

	“Nice? Stand up so I can see it better.”

	Once again Chad felt like he was being inspected. He dutifully stood up though to proudly show off his dress. He turned all the way around so she could see all of it. As he did so, he noticed the skirt of the dress flaring out a bit. He stopped when he was facing her once again, his skirt settling back into place again. “What do you think?” he asked, momentarily forgetting about her trip to the gym.

	“I think it’s more than nice!” she replied. She shook her head. “I can’t believe that you’ve got yet another new outfit to wear! This one is a bit more… dressy, but it’s still good for the office. The shoes go great with it too. Are they new as well?”

	Chad felt fairly happy from her comments. He glanced down past his breasts, past his flowing skirt, toward the shoes on his feet. Black sling-back pumps. He never wore them because they were a bit uncomfortable even though the heel wasn’t all that high. “No, I’ve had the shoes a while now,” he replied. “I just never wear them. To tell the truth, they’re really not all that comfortable. I only wore them today because I kind of figured they would go well with the dress.”

	Robin let out a small laugh. “Uncomfortable? I’ll bet your seeing now that it’s harder being a woman than you thought. We have to put up with lots of little uncomfortable things like that in the name of fashion.”

	“Yeah, I guess so,” Chad admitted. But his mind was thinking more along the lines of how uncomfortable his waist cincher was – not to mention his way too tight all-in-one girdle.

	Chad sat back down in his chair. As he did so, he felt his skirt bunch up uncomfortably under him again. He pulled at it to straighten it out, but it didn’t work. He finally grabbed both sides of it and stood up just enough to let the material slide out from under him while he pulled it straight. He sat back down – much better.

	“You might want to learn to do that a little more gracefully,” Robin noted, “like ‘before’ you sit down!”

	Chad blushed. “Well, it’s usually not so much of a problem.”

	“Yeah, but if you’re going to be wearing skirts… and that’s all I ever see you in now days…”

	“Wait a minute! I wore pants on Wednesday.”

	“Yeah, but that’s the only day you wore them this week!”

	“You remember that?”

	“Of course I do! And don’t tell me that you don’t remember what I wear every day!”

	“I don’t even remember what you wore yesterday!”

	“That’s crazy! How can you not remember?”

	“I don’t, that’s all!”

	Robin shook her head. “You’ve really got to start taking more notice of what everybody is wearing.”

	“I don’t want to look like I’m staring at them.”

	“You don’t have to stare. You just see it when you look at them.”

	Chad shook his head. “How am I supposed to do that?”

	Robin sighed. “You just do! Men! Or whatever you are!”

	“I’m a…” Chad started to return, then stopped. “I don’t know.”

	Robin laughed. “I don’t know either. But you’re certainly not looking like much of a man these days, even if you do act more like one.”

	Chad didn’t quite know how to take that. “Well…” he replied, searching for some kind of response. “I don’t really have as much practice being a woman I guess.”

	“Yet!” Robin finished for him.

	Chad shrugged. “Yet,” he agreed. But if he won this bet then he would be finished with it all in another month. And even though he really liked the dressing up all the time, the bottom line was that he really wouldn’t be doing it that much longer.

	“Hey, you know what?” Robin said. “When we go to break later, you should practice. Try to remember what everybody is wearing. You’ll never learn if you don’t practice.”

	“I don’t know,” Chad replied uncertainly. “Everybody?” Mostly, it sounded like too much trouble – for nothing.

	“You can do it,” Robin replied sounding like she had full faith in his abilities. “It’s really not hard at all.”

	“For you maybe,” Chad complained. “I barely know what I’m wearing from day to day.” He really couldn’t see much of a reason to do as Robin suggested. Maybe it would be a good idea to get her off of the subject. “Hey, did you make it to the gym last night?” He was frightened to ask, but so far Robin hadn’t shown the slightest hint that she had heard anything about him. He had to know for sure.

	“Oh yeah.”

	“How did it go?” he asked, still searching for any clue.

	“Let’s just say that I’m in even worse shape than I thought. I went home and soaked in a hot bath for an hour last night. And I still hurt!”

	Chad was beginning to feel a bit better. Nothing about him at all. “Maybe you shouldn’t bother with the gym,” he replied. “You don’t really need it.”

	Robin looked at him like he was crazy. “Are you kidding? Now I know I need it more than ever. Besides, since I spent all that money, my husband would hold it over my head forever if I don’t use it.”

	Chad smiled. “Men!” he teased.

	“Ain’t it the truth!”

	Andrea watched as Mel’s first client of the morning walked out the door. There were a precious few minutes before the next client arrived. She picked up a stack of folders from her desk that needed attention and carried them to Mel’s office. The door was open and Mel appeared to be staring off into space with a rather distracted look on her face. “Mel?” she called from the doorway, snapping Mel away from whatever she had been thinking about. She held the stack of folders up so Mel could see them. “I can come back later if you like.”

	Mel shook her head. “No, it’s fine. Come on in.”

	Andrea walked over to her desk and deposited the folders. Mel barely saw her as she once again resumed staring off into space. “Tough case?” Andrea asked.

	“What?” Mel replied, snapping back to reality again.

	“Tough case? The client that just left.”

	“Oh… No.” She waved her hand indicating that he had been nothing much at all.

	“You look like you’ve got a big problem you’re trying to solve.”

	Mel sighed a bit. “Sort of. But it’s really a silly one.”

	“Anything I can help with?”

	Mel looked Andrea in the face. “Maybe,” she replied. “Have a seat.”

	“So what’s up?” Andrea asked as soon as she was sitting across from her boss.

	“Well, I guess it involves Chad again…” She spent the next few minutes telling Andrea all about Chad’s friends having a poker game next week and about her continuing thoughts about it… and how she couldn’t get it out of her head. “It’s silly!” she finally said. “I don’t want him to go and he has no intention of going. He wasn’t even invited. But I still can’t stop thinking about it.”

	Andrea thought about it for a few seconds. “Maybe your subconscious is trying to tell you something.”

	“Like what?”

	“I don’t know. But you’re probably never going to find out unless you send him to that game and let him play.”

	“But I don’t want him there!”

	“Of course not. But what could it really hurt? And like I said, unless you send him, you’ll never know.”

	Mel thought about that for a minute. “Maybe,” she replied noncommittally. “Maybe.”

	The sound of the outer door opening caught their attention. “That will be your next client,” Andrea said as she stood back up. She pointed to the stack of folders she had just placed on Mel’s desk. “And don’t forget to sign those!”

	 


Chapter 35 (Friday – week 5 Part 3 of 8)

	“Break time, Sissy,” Robin called from his cubicle entrance.

	Chad turned around. “Already?” He leaned back in his chair. “I’m ready though. I need a break from this.”

	“I know what you mean! But we’re almost finished.”

	“Yeah, we should be able to tell Tom it’s done by lunchtime – I think.”

	“I hope so. I’m ready to move onto something else for a while. This was a big one.”

	“You can say that again,” Chad agreed as he closed the programs on his computer and got to his feet. As he followed Robin out into the hallway, he was more conscious than ever of the skirt he was wearing, probably because it was so full and he kept brushing his hands against the loose material. His legs also felt like they had a lot more freedom underneath.

	“Okay, Sissy,” Robin said as they approached the break room, “this time, try to remember what everyone is wearing… Or at least some of them.”

	“Sounds like a lot of trouble to me.”

	“Just do it!”

	As usual, Chad followed Robin in line for the coffee. They were both disappointed to see that there were no doughnuts though. “Oh well,” Robin said. “I wouldn’t want to undo everything I worked so hard for at the gym.”

	No magical space opened up at the table for them as they approached it today, but they still had no trouble pulling up seats around it. Chad sat down, then had to stand up again to straighten his skirt before he sat down again.

	“Hey Sissy, that’s another new outfit!” One of the women noted as he did it. “I like it.”

	“Thanks,” Chad replied. “I kind of like it too.”

	“Well, I guess you should, you bought it!” another woman added with a slight laugh. A few of the other women laughed with her.

	“Your closet must be getting almost as full as mine is by now,” one of the women noted.

	Chad just shrugged. “There’s still a bit of room left in it.” He didn’t tell them that the main reason there was still room in his closet was because Mel had carted all his male belongings off – to somewhere.

	“Yeah?” another woman replied. “But at the rate you’re buying new stuff, it should be full pretty soon! I aught to know, my closet is stuffed to overflowing and so is the one in my guest room! Of course half the things I have don’t fit anymore. I only keep them because I figure I’ll be able to get back into them again… someday.

	There was some general laughter from around the table.

	“Shoot! I don’t throw anything away!” another woman added. “I’ve got stuff in my closet from back in high-school!” There was more laughter.

	“Me too!” another woman added. “I just can’t seem to part with any of it!”

	As the laughter from around the table continued, Chad would have thought they were pretty much joking, but he had been married! His wife – make that ex-wife – had been pretty much the same way – a ton of clothes she never wore and that he was sure she would never wear again.

	“Hey Sissy!” one of the women suddenly added. “I’ve got another one for you.” Chad briefly wondered another what. “How about… Totally sissified man!”

	Chad was shocked as the laughter rang around the table.

	“Are you kidding?” another woman laughed. “He’s not a man. Look at him!”

	To Chad’s embarrassment, there was another huge round of laughter.

	“He’s not a woman either though!” someone else called out, Chad didn’t even see who. The women all seemed to be getting worked up into a laughing frenzy.

	“Well then, how about… Totally sissified sissy!” Someone offered, modifying the suggestion that had been made a few moments ago.

	Chad’s face burned red with embarrassment. Their comments were beginning to hurt, even though they were all true – more than they even knew! He had thought that these women were friends. Obviously he was wrong. He was seriously contemplating getting up and leaving when one of the laughing women suddenly leaned over and put her arm around him. She hugged him slightly as she laughed and said, “Don’t worry, we all still love you.”

	Chad wasn’t totally sure, but he finally realized that they were all just having fun. And of course he would be the brunt of their teasing. What else could he expect? He was a sissy after all! And didn’t he inwardly love the humiliation? He just wasn’t totally sure about that just then.

	On the way back to their desks, Robin asked him, “Well, did you notice what they all were wearing?”

	“I tried,” Chad said, “but mostly I didn’t think about it. I was too busy being embarrassed by the things they kept saying.”

	“They did come up with some funny slogans for your shirt,” Robin chuckled.

	This time Chad chuckled a bit too. “Yeah, they did.”

	“Maybe you should have another shirt made with one of their suggestions.”

	“Uh… I’ll pass on that for now!” Robin laughed as he turned into his cubicle and sat down. Then he had to stand up again to straighten his skirt before he sat down again.

	“You’ve got to stop that!” Robin complained.

	“What?”

	“Not fixing your skirt before you sit down.”

	“Well… I don’t think of it.”

	Robin rolled her eyes. “Stand up again!”

	“Why?”

	“Just do it!”

	Chad groaned a bit, but he got to his feet.

	“Now sit down.”

	“You just…”

	“Sit!”

	Chad sat quickly.

	“No, you idiot! Fix your skirt first! Now do it again.”

	“But…”

	“Just do it!”

	Chad stood up feeling annoyed.

	“Grab your skirt and pull it out.”

	“Ugh!” But he did as he was told.

	“Now sit down!”

	Chad sat. “Okay?” he asked sarcastically.

	“Now do it again.”

	“What?”

	“Do it again! You’re not going to learn to do it right unless you get used to it!”

	Chad groaned again, but he once again got up. This time he was more flamboyant in the way he grabbed his skirt, as if he was mocking Robin’s guidance.

	“This time,” Robin said, “sit more gracefully.”

	Chad wanted to say something, but he bit his tongue. “He sat down slowly, again as if he was mocking her suggestions.”

	“Better!” was all that Robin replied. “Try it again.”

	Chad almost shouted his complaint, but he stopped himself and just stood up. This time, he quickly grabbed his skirt, but he sat down slowly again.

	Robin shook her head. “It’s actually better, but you’re making a game out of it. This stuff has to be natural to you. Completely second nature. You shouldn’t even have to think about it.”

	“Well, you’ve been doing it a lot longer than I have,” Chad returned.

	“All the more reason why you need to be practicing it now! So do it again.”

	Chad looked at her like she was crazy.

	“Do… it… again!”

	Women! Why couldn’t they just leave him alone! But he knew that Robin would only hound him if he didn’t make the effort. With another groan, he got to his feet. He paused, then grabbed his skirt, then sat down – trying to be at least somewhat graceful. But Robin’s only comment was, “Again!” Four more times she made him do it. Then she finally left with one parting comment. “Now keep doing it that way.”

	It was childish, but Chad actually stuck his tongue out at her as soon as she was gone.

	Mel reread the paragraph for the third time. It was simple basic stuff, but it still had to be checked. Unfortunately, her mind kept wandering, so consequently, she didn’t remember anything about what she had been reading. The problem, of course, was Chad – Sissy. She didn’t want him to go to the poker game, but something deep inside of her was still telling her to do it. Why? It made no sense! It was all wrong!

	She thought again about what Andrea had said, if she couldn’t get it out of her head, then maybe she should send him. Maybe her subconscious was trying to tell her something. Maybe something important. And she’d never know what it was if she didn’t send him.

	With a sigh of frustration, she reached for her phone.

	Chad heard his cell phone ringing inside his purse – inside his desk drawer. As quickly as he could he opened the drawer and pulled his phone out of his purse. Shit! It was Mel. Quickly getting to his feet, he hurried up the hall, even as he opened the phone and answered the call. “Hello,” he said, careful to use his high-pitched voice.

	“Sissy!” Mel’s angry voice replied. “What took you so long again?”

	“I can’t get my phone out of my purse that fast. I keep it closed up in my desk drawer.”

	“Then keep your phone out of your drawer, on top your desk! And you sound like you’re hurrying somewhere again!”

	Chad stopped where he was, hoping nobody could hear him as he spoke. “How did you know?” he asked.

	“Your breathing is practically panting and I can hear your heels on the floor!”

	“Oh.” He hadn’t thought about the sound his heels might be making.

	“You’re still trying to hide again!” Mel proclaimed.

	“But I can’t let anyone hear me talking like this!” Chad whined in his sissy voice.

	“I don’t care! You can! And you will! Next time, it’s another demerit!”

	But all Chad could think about was that he couldn’t. There was absolutely no way!

	“Sissy!” Mel’s voice brought him back to reality. “I need you to do something – something you’re probably going to love.”

	Love? “What is it, Mistress?”

	“Remember that poker game you told me about that your friend is throwing? I want you to get in it.” The minute Mel made the request, she realized she was leaving out something important. “Not just you, but me too!”

	Chad was shocked. Something he’d love? Maybe under different circumstances! “But Mistress…” He searched for a way out. “That’s kind of a ‘guys only’ thing. No women.”

	“I know, and I don’t care! Just do whatever you have to, to get us in that game! Tell them we’ll even bring some beer – lots of beer!”

	Why was she being so insistent? She had to have some kind of humiliating motive behind it – strip poker maybe? But the guys would never go for it… well, if she was there, maybe they would. She did have a gorgeous body. Maybe he hadn’t seen it with his eyes, but he had certainly felt every inch of it. He didn’t even want to imagine himself at the game, talking in his silly voice… and what would she make him wear, one of his sissy dresses? No way! “But Mistress, they’ll never go for it!”

	“See to it that they do. Cause if you don’t…” Mel tried to quickly think of some appropriate punishment. An odd picture came to her mind. “If you don’t, then the day after, I’ll be driving you to work personally and leaving you there so that you’ll have no way home. But instead of leaving you there in one of your pretty sissy dresses, you’ll be spending the day in a pink ballet outfit complete with tutu! Now wouldn’t your friend Robin just love to see that?”

	Chad was horrified. “You wouldn’t! You couldn’t!”

	“Yes I would!” Mel returned. “I told you before how many times I was sorry for not taking you to work in your sissy dress the last time!”

	She had told him. More than once! She was just looking for another excuse to really do it. “I… I… I’ll try,” he stammered into his phone.

	“Don’t just try… do it! I’ll expect to hear from you later that you’ve succeeded, or after you get your nails done tonight, you’ll be trying on ballet slippers!” Mel hung up her phone and smiled. She hoped she had sounded sufficiently mean. She thought she did. At least she had convinced him to try to get them into the game. She wasn’t really sure if he could manage it or not, but she had to properly motivate him to try hard enough. And if she didn’t… we’ll she wouldn’t really do it, but the thought of him in a pink leotard with white tights, pink ballet slippers, and a white tutu – at work, was enough to make her feel very amused. And strangely, the more she thought about it, the more she realized that the idea was making her wet in a very pleasant place.

	 


Chapter 35 (Friday – week 5 Part 4 of 8)

	Chad was miserable. More than miserable. He didn’t want to play poker with the guys – at least not till after he won the bet. As he walked back toward his desk, he kept trying to imagine what she would do to him there. He could just see himself showing up at the game in one of his sissy dresses… maybe even the one that was so babyish and didn’t even begin to hide his diapers. For that matter, would Mel make him wear only one diaper there, with instructions to make it leak before the night was over? Talk about embarrassing! And then there was his stupid sissy voice that she was so instant that he use all the time… as if he could! He could just see the guys all laughing at him over that! Or maybe she’d dress him up like a slut and somehow talk them into playing strip poker… with instructions for him to lose – and eventually he’d be down to just his diapers. What then? Embarrassing! And while his friends all drank from beer bottles, would he be drinking from baby bottles? Damn!

	Maybe it would be better to just tell her that George had said no. But the minute he thought that, he pictured himself being abandoned at work wearing nothing but a pink ballet costume. Nowhere to run. Nowhere to hide. As humiliating as the thought was, and it did kind of turn him on, he knew he could never manage coming to work that way. He would have to find some way to convince George to let them both in the game.

	Still picturing himself in a pink ballet outfit, he opened up the company phone book and found George’s number. He sat down hard in his chair, then quickly got back up again and almost angrily pulled his skirt out from under him before he sat back down again. Damn! The things women had to put up with! A minute later, he was listening to George’s phone ringing. Maybe George wouldn’t be there. Maybe George was home today. Maybe he’d have a good excuse for not getting into the game that Mel would approve of. And maybe he’d be wearing a tutu to work next Wednesday! It was almost with relief that he heard George’s voice finally answering.

	“Hey George. This is… Chad.”

	“Hey Chad. What’s up?”

	“Uh, you know that poker game you’re holding next week… Are you still having it?”

	“Of course. Why?”

	“Um… I know this sounds strange, but… I really need to be there… Me and a lady friend of mine!”

	“What?”

	Chad could just picture how annoyed and angry George probably was. “Please, George. Please. It’s important.”

	“Important? Why?”

	“Trust me, it just is. To me anyway.”

	George paused for a moment. “I don’t know Chad. I mean, the games are just for the guys, you know? Heck, you’ve been to some of them yourself! And you don’t exactly qualify as a guy anymore.”

	Chad knew it was true. He knew it, but it still hurt to hear. “I know, I know! But please, I’ve got to be there.”

	“Chad… or is it Sissy… you’re not a guy anymore. You can’t come!”

	“We’ll bring the beer!” Chad replied quickly, trying to force the issue.

	George paused again. “I thought you didn’t drink beer.”

	“I don’t. Not usually anyway. I’ll bring my usual soft drinks too.” Inwardly though, Chad was wondering if he would be bringing baby bottles instead. He heard George pausing again. “Please, George,” he pleaded almost pathetically. “I really want to be there.”

	“Who’s this lady friend you want to bring?”

	There was no way Chad could tell him that Mel was his Mistress. Although he had no doubt that if they did get into the game that George would find that out fairly quickly. “Uh… she’s just a friend. A good friend.”

	“Uh huh. I see.” George wasn’t at all sure what it was that he saw though.

	“Please,” Chad pleaded again.

	George sighed. “Look, Sissy… or Chad… whatever! I don’t think it’s going to happen, but I’ll ask the other guys and see what they say. Okay? That’s about the best I can do.”

	Progress! At least he wasn’t totally saying no anymore. “Thanks George... Hey! Who’s playing?”

	“Just Derek, Ray, and Steve… and me of course.”

	Chad did some quick thinking. Maybe he could appeal directly to the other guys. “Why don’t I ask them about it, personally?”

	“No way!”

	“But, I mean, it is my problem. I could handle asking them so you wouldn’t have to bother. I’d be glad to do it.”

	“Not just no… but hell no! I’ll ask them myself! I don’t want to hear about you whining about your little problem from them… whatever your little problem really is.”

	“Thanks George. I owe you. Please try to convince them.”

	“I’ll ask, but I’m not so convinced myself.”

	“Thanks, George. I appreciate it.” Chad was about to hang up when he heard George’s voice again.

	“Hey Chad!”

	“Yeah?”

	“This lady friend of yours. Is she good looking?”

	“Very!”

	Robin stared at the top of her cubicle wall, not sure she believed what she had just heard. It wasn’t that she had been really trying to listen, but he had gotten louder and louder the longer he had talked. Mostly anyway. Before she knew it, she was on her feet, heading for his desk. “Hey Sissy,” she said as she entered his cubicle.

	Chad turned around, knowing instantly that Robin had heard his phone conversation.

	“Did I hear you asking to get into George’s poker game?”

	“Yeah,” Chad admitted sheepishly.

	“Why?”

	Chad searched for an answer. He couldn’t tell her what Mel had threatened him with, but that did lead him to another answer. “Because I made the mistake of mentioning the game to Mel, and now she wants to be there.”

	Robin tried to digest that for a moment. “Wow, you must really like her then.”

	Chad just shrugged, but offered no answer to her question.

	“So is George letting you in… even though I thought it was a ‘guys only’ thing?”

	“I don’t know yet.” He sighed. “Right now, it doesn’t sound like it.”

	“So what’s Mel going to say if George says no?”

	“Knowing Mel, she’s not going to be happy at all!”

	Chad was a bit hesitant as he approached the door to the gym. He just knew that the receptionist would try to make him do something humiliating again – no matter that whatever she asked him to do was usually mild compared to other things he had done elsewhere. And if he didn’t do whatever she asked, then Cassie would find out… and if Cassie found out, then Mel would soon know it. There was just no winning. Reluctantly, he opened the door and went in.

	“Hi Sissy,” the receptionist called brightly.

	“Hi,” Chad returned, reluctantly. “Will you please…”

	“Oh come on! Can’t you greet me nicely? You know how I mean.”

	Here we go, Chad thought. Reluctantly, he dropped a curtsey to her and using his sissy voice, again said hello.

	She giggled. “That’s much better. Thank you.”

	“Now can you…”

	“Hey,” she interrupted him before he could finish asking her to get Cassie. She leaned as far across the counter as she could toward him. “Are you wearing diapers again?”

	“Yeah. That’s kind of why I’m here.”

	She giggled again. “What do they feel like?”

	Chad was shocked. “What do they… They feel bulky and wet!”

	She giggled once more. “Real wet?”

	“Yes real wet!”

	“And you said bulky?”

	“Yeah, very!”

	“Because you wet them so much?”

	Chad was getting fairly exasperated. Where was this going? “Yes!”

	“So you really wet them a lot this morning?”

	“Just like I always do!” Chad was beginning to get a bit more angry now.

	She tried to lean further across the counter. “Can I feel them?”

	Chad was shocked once again. “Can you… No! Besides they’re all covered up under my other clothes. You know that. I can’t even get to them without a lot of trouble.”

	“No,” she replied quickly. “I mean, can I just feel around your bottom? From the outside?”

	She wasn’t giving up, and Chad knew that if he didn’t let her then she’d tell Cassie.

	“Okay,” he finally agreed… If… you get Cassie for me afterwards.”

	“Of course,” she giggled as she hurried out from behind the counter.

	Before he knew it, she was pulling up his skirt all around. “Hey!”

	“Shhh! I’ve got to get close enough to feel, don’t I?”

	Chad wanted to tell her that she didn’t have to get close at all, but he held his tongue and let her have her way. She held his skirt high up out of the way with one hand while she felt all around him with her other hand, at times, pressing firmly to see just how bloated his diapers were. She even tried to feel him directly under his crotch.

	“Geez,” she said. “I can tell you’ve probably got diapers on under there, but everything is packed so solidly on top, that I can’t really feel much at all.”

	“That’s kind of the point,” Chad replied.

	“Oh pooh!” she said as she dropped his skirt. Then she giggled. “Still, it was fun.”

	“Are you going to get Cassie now?” he asked.

	She smiled. “Of course!”

	Chad was very glad to see her go. He smoothed his skirt back all around the minute she was out of sight. Women!

	As soon as Cassie got there, Chad quickly dropped another curtsey and greeted her. He was anxious to get on with his changing and away from the receptionist. “Hi Sissy,” Cassie replied, sounding almost bored. “Are you ready? Let’s get this over with.”

	Chad followed her back to their usual small office and began undressing while she started pulling diapers, suppositories, wipes, and a baby bottle out of his diaper bag. As usual, it took a few minutes for him to get out of his dress, shoes, pantyhose, all-in-one girdle, and finally the plastic panties – till all he had on was his waist cincher, glued on breast forms, and his diapers. It was a lot of trouble to go through every time he needed to be changed, but then that’s the way that Mel wanted it.

	He laid down on the floor and Cassie gave him the bottle, which he stuck directly into his mouth and started sucking on the nipple. The liquid felt good against the back of his dry throat. He didn’t have to look to see what Cassie was doing, feeling was just as good. Within moments, he felt her pulling open the tapes that held his diapers tight against him. Then he felt the front of his bulky, soggy diapers being pulled down through his crotch, exposing his damp bare skin to the open air… well, almost bare skin, his chastity devise did cover some of it.

	He felt the cold shock of the baby wipe as she wiped off everything on his front that she could reach. Unfortunately, she couldn’t touch the one main thing there that he would like touched, the part of him trapped inside the chastity device – the part he tried not to even think about anymore - the part that had wanted so much to give him relief from his sexual frustrations, but was denied any ability to do so – the part that Mel had rendered – useless!

	“Lift up a bit,” Cassie requested.

	Chad lifted his bottom off of the floor and felt her pulling the soggy diapers out from under him. Quickly, he felt her shoving two new ones back in their place.

	“Okay, Sissy. Roll over.”

	Chad set his bottle down and turned over onto his stomach, his freshly wiped front side now resting on the fresh diapers under him. He remembered when Cassie had spent more time on his front side, trying to get a response out of his trapped penis. How long had it been now since she had done that? He couldn’t really remember, but he didn’t think it had been all that long. Of course, he hadn’t had any kind of response to her touch in quite a while now. For that matter, he didn’t remember that part of him responding to anything anymore. Somehow that seemed a bit humiliating to him and something touched and stimulated his deeply rooted sexual need that resided in his whole body now. But that stimulation did nothing to the one organ that it used to affect.

	The feel of the baby wipe wiping his backside felt better than it did on his front. There was more open flesh there to appreciate being cleaned. Despite the cool wipe being rubbed all over his exposed flesh, he felt the shock of the colder baby lotion as she began wiping it thickly all over him back there. He closed his eyes at the pleasure. The cold lotion quickly warmed to his skin temperature as her hands slid smoothly over his bottom. All of his bottom. Then closer to his asshole. Closer still. Till suddenly he felt her finger there… then it was gone.

	He couldn’t see what she was doing, but he hoped he knew. It took a few moments.

	“Scootch your knees up now,” she requested.

	Yes! This was the part that he was waiting for almost as much… no… maybe more than the joy of clean diapers. He felt the point of something hard touch his asshole. It wasn’t shock that ran though his body the moment it touched him, but it was a closely related feeling. He wanted that device of hers… he wanted it up inside of him. Without realizing it, he opened his bottom up wide, trying to do everything he could to accept the toy she was using on him.

	He felt her pushing it slowly inside… oh, the feeling! He felt each of the tiny little ribs on it going into him – each one adding a slight bit of extra pressure as it passed through the opening in his bottom. He was tempted to just thrust himself against it, but he held himself firm, letting himself enjoy the slow buildup of pleasure this time. Then she was pulling it out, just as slowly. He felt the little ribs of the device going out now, feeling just as good as they did going in. Without pausing, she was pushing it back into him now, pushing harder, faster. Then out again, just as hard. Then in… then out… He couldn’t stop himself if he tried. His body was suddenly doing the thrusting – in and out. Back and forth! Over and over. Trying – vainly – to reach that unreachable pinnacle of sexual release.

	It seemed to go on forever, yet as good as it felt, he couldn’t get there – couldn’t achieve what his body longed for so badly. Sadly frustrated, he slowed his actions, slower and slower… then stopped. As hard as he tried, it was useless. He just couldn’t do it. He felt her pulling her toy out of him then, his asshole feeling strangely empty. As his body got used to being empty again, he suddenly felt her finger intruding its way inside of him once more. He grunted in distaste. She was shoving another of the damn suppositories up inside of him again. The stupid little pills that robbed him of having any chance to control the mess that came out of his backside. He wished – as he did every day – that just once she would forget to do it.

	“Okay, roll over again.”

	Chad rolled over onto his back again and once more grabbed his baby bottle, putting it right back to his lips. He felt her hands between his legs as she grabbed the first of the two diapers under him and pulled it tightly up and over him, adjusting it to where it needed to be. He felt the pressure as she firmly taped the right side of the inner diaper into place then the added pressure all across the front as she closed the other side and pressed that tape closed as well. Her hand dipped back between his legs again and pulled up the outer diaper, adding much more bulk between his legs and around his hips… but at the same time, adding that much more security. The taping was repeated with the second diaper, and suddenly he was done.

	“Okay, Sissy. That’s it,” she said. “Nice and easy. You finish your bottle and I’ll be back to check on you in a little while.”

	It was nearly the same every day. He laid right where he was and finished his baby bottle. When he felt the urge to pee before it was done, he held it for as long as he could while he kept drinking. But something about adding additional liquids to his system while he had to pee so badly didn’t work and he quickly lost the battle, wetting his freshly replaced diapers. Oh well, he liked them wet anyway. They felt better that way.

	 


Chapter 35 (Friday – week 5 Part 5 of 8)

	Mel took a sip from the coffee that had just been delivered, then put her cup back down again. Gloria was still holding her cup, still drinking. Mel waited till she was finished. “I drink too much coffee,” Mel said, trying to get the conversation started.

	“Me too,” but I have no intention of slowing down,” Gloria replied.

	“Me either,” Mel agreed lightheartedly. She looked at her friend. “So, did you find out what you needed to know last night?”

	Gloria smiled. “I really didn’t learn anything much that was new. One or two things only. But mostly, I feel fairly confident now that I got the real truth out of him.”

	“So do you feel better?”

	“Yes. But… He did say a few things that got me curious. Unfortunately, I didn’t have time to go into them with him.”

	Mel nodded. “One thing always leads to another. It’s the same way in my profession.” Mel leaned forward. “Look, is there any way I can convince you to just keep asking how he’s doing every week? I’ve really got to know. I have nothing else to go on… no other way to tell if I’m doing something right, or if he’s gaining any ground back again.”

	Gloria considered her request. Of course there was no way she was ever going to manipulate Chad again to do what Mel really wanted. But just getting the simple information Mel was requesting wasn’t really so bad. It wasn’t like she was doing anything to him at all. And it was all information that he readily knew – he’d only be sharing it. And then of course, there was the other thing… She nodded. “Yeah, for now I can do that. Besides, there are still some things I want to delve deeper into with him that he mentioned last night. So as long as I’ve got questions for him, I’ll ask your questions too.”

	Mel sat back and picked up her coffee again. “That sounds perfect!” It wasn’t really. What she really wanted was for Gloria to hypnotize him again and make him totally incontinent in one fell swoop! She could do it – easily. But she was still refusing. But as with so many other cases in her life, compromise was better than nothing.

	“I don’t see any problems,” Chad said as he continued to stare at the screen on his computer.

	“I don’t either,” Robin agreed from her chair that she had pulled up right next to his. They had been quickly going back over their work together just to make sure they hadn’t missed anything.

	“I say it’s ready, and that we tell Tom,” Chad said.

	“I agree,” Robin replied as she pushed her chair backwards and got up.

	“You want me to tell him?” Chad asked.

	“You might as well. I really need to get busy on some of the other things I need to do. Just let me know if he has any questions.”

	“No problem,” Chad agreed as he watched her pushing her chair back to her own cubicle. He picked up the phone on his desk and called his boss. “We’re done,” he said into the phone. “As far as we can tell, the whole thing is ready for the clients to just have.” He listened to his boss thanking him and agreed that both he and Robin would be ready to answer any questions about it on Monday. Then he hung up his phone again.

	The project was finished. He always felt a huge feeling of accomplishment every time he finished something, and this was no exception. But now he had other things to get done, just as Robin did. But first… He listened hard, but he couldn’t hear anything from Robin’s cubicle next door. He didn’t think she would be coming back anytime soon so hopefully he wouldn’t be interrupted. He opened up the spreadsheet where he kept track of his progress on the bet. Things had been going badly all week, and yesterday had been more of the same.

	He quickly found yesterday’s date and went to the column next to it. He filled in 18 minutes and stared at the results. Another minute lost! How? He was still going backwards. He looked at the column that listed days still to go – twenty eight. Four more weeks! A long time… but not nearly as long as it used to be. He had to start getting his control back again. And so far, today hadn’t been going much better than yesterday. But then, it was still early in the afternoon, things didn’t usually get any better till much later in the day when he had less fluid in his system to get rid of.

	He quickly closed the spreadsheet again, telling himself that he didn’t want anyone else to see it. But the truth was, that he didn’t want to look at the results himself.

	George hung up his phone and sat back in his chair. He had finally gotten in touch with Derek who had been out of the office earlier. Each of the guys had agreed to let Chad and his girlfriend… girlfriend?... into the game, but each had their own reasons. Steve had said the more people there, the more money he could win. Ray had agreed because he wanted to see Chad’s girlfriend… but then George had the sneaking suspicion that if Chad’s girlfriend looked even halfway decent then Ray would be trying to get her into bed with him. Ray had something of a “reputation.” A big one!

	And now Derek had agreed too. But Derek and Chad had always been fairly close. Long time buddies. Derek had agreed only because Chad was his friend.

	That left it all up to him. And the truth was, that he didn’t really want Chad there. His girlfriend either. This was supposed to be a night for just the guys. A night to just hang out with some male friends and enjoy themselves. He really wanted to tell Chad no! But if the other guys said Chad should come, then who was he to go against everybody’s wishes. He just hoped that Chad really would contribute at least some of the beer. It also wouldn’t be too bad if his girlfriend really was good looking too. But how good looking could she be if she was going out with someone like Chad? Which didn’t sound likely to him, but, well, that was all Chad’s problem.

	He picked up the phone and dialed the number for Chad’s desk.

	Chad listened to his phone ringing several times before he picked it up. He was afraid the call would be another woman with another stupid guess as to what was on his nonexistent t-shirt. He was surprised to hear George on the other end of the line. “Hey, George. What’s happening?” He just knew that George would turn him down. He could practically feel the tutu that Mel would put on him encircling his waist as he walked into work.

	“Okay,” George said. “I got the guys to agree for you. But you better come through with some of the beer in return!”

	Chad felt elated. “No problem! Believe me! I really appreciate this!”

	“Yeah, well, I just hope your girlfriend knows how to play. Does she?”

	That stopped Chad. “I really don’t know.”

	“Then teach her if you have to… before the game!”

	Chad laughed, but it was a laugh of relief. “You got it!”

	He dared not phone Mel because he would have to use his sissy voice when talking to her and someone might hear him. Besides, she was usually busy with clients or in court and would have to return his call later. So he opened up his email program and sent her an email telling her that everyone had agreed to let them play. The minute the email was sent, he felt really good… but that didn’t last very long. Images of what she might make him do in front of the guys began running through his head once more.

	He knew he was supposed to be working on other things, but worrying about the poker game now was crowding out all other thoughts. He sat back in his chair and turned away from his computer. His gaze fell on what was left of the bouquet of flowers Mel had sent him last week. The flowers looked terrible – all of them. Had it really been a week already since his divorce had been declared final? How fast time could fly!

	He thought back to some of the things he had been forced to endure in the past week, not the least of which was the humiliating day he had been put through last Monday. Had he really been to the mall dressed like a sissy idiot and sang “Mary Had a Little Lamb” in the concourse? It was a disturbing thought. And now he had something else to worry about, the poker game. What humiliating things would Mel make him do there? And in front of all the guys he knew. Word would get spread around the company like wildfire the day after. Was his life going to get suddenly worse? Probably! In fact, more than probably! The only question now was, in what ways?

	Feeling more frustrated than ever, Chad got up and pulled all the remaining flowers out of the vase and threw them into his trash can. The vase, he stuck into his desk drawer behind his purse where he wouldn’t have to look at it.

	Mel was just itching to expose him at work for the big sissy that he was. Would she really make him wear one of his sissy dresses to the game? He could only pray that she wouldn’t!

	His cell phone rang a few moments later. Since he now kept it on top of his desk he was able to pick it up much faster. He saw that the call was from Mel and once again hurried out into the hallway before he answered it. He was still hurrying as he opened his phone and said, “Hello, Mistress,” in his sissy voice.

	Mel took a moment to reply. “Sissy! You’re hurrying somewhere again – trying to hide!

	Chad knew there was no denying it. “But I can’t let anyone hear me talking this way!”

	“I told you before that’s not supposed to be a problem. I don’t care if they hear you! That’s another demerit!”

	Ugh! Another beating. It was the last thing he really wanted… well, maybe not the last thing. He didn’t want to go to the poker game now either. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, reluctantly.

	“Now… I’m very glad that everyone agreed to let us into that game. Although I should mention that I was very much looking forward to shopping for a ballet outfit for you this weekend. I’m still thinking about it.”

	“Mistress, please! Please don’t send me to work that way! I’ll die!”

	“No you won’t! And don’t worry, I haven’t decided to do it… yet! Especially since you did manage to convince everyone to let us play.”

	Chad felt relieved – very relieved. But not totally. “But Mistress, what are you going to do to me at the game?”

	Mel was slightly amused at his question. The truth was, she had no idea. She still didn’t have a clue as to why she had even insisted that he get them into the game. “We’ll talk about that tonight at dinner. I just wanted to thank you for convincing everyone to let us play.”

	“You’re welcome,” Chad replied sullenly. He would be finding out more tonight at dinner. He wasn’t really looking forward to hearing the details. He had no doubt they would be pretty much terrible!

	At break time, Chad again followed Robin in the line to get coffee. He briefly looked around the room expecting to see Derek, but there was no sign of his friend. Although he wasn’t sure what would be worse, feeling uncomfortable sitting with Derek, or feeling uncomfortable from whatever comments the women would throw at him. With Derek missing, he had no choice at all.

	As they headed toward the table, Robin slowed momentarily to speak to him. “Now don’t forget to remember what everyone is wearing this time. And for heaven’s sake, fix your skirt before you sit down!”

	Chad was tempted to say a sarcastic ‘Yes, Mistress,’ but he forced himself to say nothing.

	There was already a conversation underway at the table as they dragged their chairs over and sat down – Chad carefully arranging his skirt beforehand and attempted to sit slowly and gracefully. He looked over to Robin afterwards for her approval, but all he saw was her rolling her eyes before looking back at the other women.

	For once, the conversation didn’t center around him and Chad felt glad. He sipped at his coffee as he listened halfheartedly about the problems some of them were having with their kids. As he sat there, half listening, he tried to carefully take note of what some of the women were wearing. Naturally, it was the sexier and more flamboyantly dressed women that caught his eye. The others he barely noticed. One woman in particular looked good in her low-cut knit top. He couldn’t tell what she was wearing below the waist because the table was in the way. She had on a beautiful necklace and several bracelets too. And her earrings were huge. Since her hair was pulled back and tied with a pretty feminine bow behind her head, he noticed how they bumped against her neck as she moved her head or spoke. The earrings were almost mesmerizing. What was it like to wear earrings like that? Were they uncomfortable? Were they a nuisance? Or were they just plain fun?

	“What are you staring at,” the woman asked him.

	It was a moment before Chad realized that she was talking to him. He jumped back to reality. “I’m sorry? What?”

	“I was wondering what you’re looking at.”

	Chad was a bit embarrassed. This was why he didn’t look too closely at women. “Your earrings,” he replied, slightly embarrassed about it. “I love them.”

	She reached up with a smile on her face and touched one. “Aren’t they great? I’m glad someone else noticed them too. I just got them.”

	“So Sissy,” another woman asked. “Are you finally considering getting some earrings of your own?”

	Chad wasn’t really sure what would be happening. He only had another month left before the bet was over with. “Um… I’m still not sure.” He replied. “I’m thinking about it.”

	“Well, think harder! I’ve been telling you for weeks to get your ears pierced. You keep buying lots of pretty new clothes, but nothing else to go with them. Your necklace and ring are very pretty, girl, but it would be nice to see something different on you for a change.”

	Chad heard mumbling of general agreement among the women and suddenly felt very self conscious. He actually felt embarrassed because he always wore the same necklace, ring, and watch… and he wasn’t wearing earrings. He had thought his jewelry was great. Besides, it was Mel who dictated everything that he bought. “Uh… I’ll consider it again,” he finally replied, unsure what else he could say.

	“You do that!” the woman replied.

	Chad was glad that the conversation turned once again away from him and back to their kids and family. He wasn’t sure what was worse, them throwing silly guesses at him about what was on his nonexistent t-shirt, or being criticized for what he was… or wasn’t wearing. This time, he was consciously careful about not staring too long or too intently at any one woman. The result being, that he took in very little about the details of any of their outfits.

	A little while later as he and Robin were walking back to their desks, she asked him. “So, did you remember what everyone was wearing?”

	“A few,” Chad admitted.

	“So tell me.”

	“Well… The one with the big earrings that I liked, she had on a great knit top…”

	“What color was it?”

	“What color? Kind of a blue, I guess.”

	“You guess?”

	“Yeah. It was blue. Or maybe some kind of green.”

	“It was teal you dummy!” She threw her hands up in the air. “Hopeless!”

	 


Chapter 35 (Friday – week 5 Part 6 of 8)

	Chad hurried to get dressed again. He had showered after work as the best way to get himself cleaned up after removing his messy diapers. Now, dressed in two fresh diapers, his plastic panties, his waist cincher, the all-in-one girdle, and the same zebra print dress, he hurried to his closet to select a different pair of shoes. Since he would be having his toenails done too, he had left his pantyhose off this time. His skirt felt strange against his bare legs as he select a pair of open toed sandals that would later show off his freshly painted toes. As quickly as possible, he buckled the shoes onto his feet and checked his image in the mirror mounted to his closet door. His dress looked good – if not really nice. His makeup looked… okay. His hair looked… good enough. Acceptable… he hoped. With so little time to get ready, he couldn’t do anything more.

	He hurried into his living room and opened the door to see if Mel was there yet. He saw her just driving into the parking lot then. He quickly grabbed his purse and diaper bag and ran out to meet her for their trip to the nail salon.

	“Perfect timing,” Mel declared as he jumped into her car. A moment later, she was hurrying through traffic as fast as she could. “So, have you decided to keep the nail length you have now?” she asked as she drove.

	Chad held up his hands and looked at his nails. It was a tough decision, but the more he thought about it, the more he thought he still liked the length his nails were now. “Yeah,” he decided. “I think I like them this way.” He could always get them cut shorter next week – and probably would.

	“How about the color, have you thought about that?”

	“Not really,” Chad replied. “Maybe I’ll just keep that the same too.”

	“Pick something different!”

	As they were walking up to the door, Mel stopped him for a moment. “I shouldn’t have to remind you about this, but I don’t want there to be any question about it when we get in there.” Chad had no idea what she could be talking about. “Remember how I had you greet everyone last week?”

	Chad remembered it very well. She had made him curtsey to everyone.

	“Well, this week,” Mel continued, “I better see you curtsey respectfully to everyone you talk to and I better hear nothing but your sissy voice when you speak... and I’ll probably ask your nail tech about that later if we aren’t close enough where I can hear you all the time.”

	Chad hated having to act like a super sissy everywhere they went. Real women didn’t do things like that. It made him stand out all that much more! But at least she wasn’t making him go in there with a pacifier in his mouth this week. That would have been much worse. In fact, lately, she seemed to have forgotten about the thing. He dared not remind her about it though for fear of the consequences.

	As usual, there were a few women sitting in the waiting area just inside the door who didn’t have appointments. Mel and Chad walked right past them and up to the counter where Mel’s usual nail tech was waiting for them. “Hello, Mel,” the woman said in her Asian accent.

	“Hi,” Mel returned politely. Then she turned to Chad. “Aren’t you going to say hello too?”

	Chad hated this. She hadn’t even been talking to him. But he dropped a polite curtsey and said hello in his sissy voice. The woman giggled. “You’ll have to wait a minute,” she told Chad, “your tech is still with customer.”

	Chad started to tell her that it was just fine, but the scowl on Mel’s face stopped him. He curtseyed once again, then told her it was no problem. He would just wait.

	While Mel walked into the back with her nail tech, Chad glanced around the waiting area. Everyone was looking at him curiously. He definitely felt like a fish out of water here. What should he do, just stand where he was? He noticed a few empty chairs together and decided to sit down. This time he remembered to grab his skirt before he sat. He heard someone across the room giggle slightly.

	“That was a lovely curtsey,” one of the women closest to him commented.

	Chad couldn’t ignore the smirk on her face. “Thank you,” he replied in his sissy voice.

	“Lovely voice too,” she added after hearing his high pitched reply.

	“Uh… Thanks.”

	“Do you come here often?” the woman sitting next to the first one asked.

	Chad hated being the center of attention like this. Or was it the center of ridicule? “Every week,” he replied. The women giggled together.

	“So you’ve been here before?” the second woman asked, trying to prolong the conversation.

	Dumb question! Didn’t he just say that? Instead of answering, he held up his hands so they could see his nails.

	“Oooo. They’re lovely,” the first woman said, her gaze never leaving his hands. Then she leaned over so she could see them better and actually grabbed one of his hands so she could inspect his nails further. The second woman got up from her seat so she could see better too. “These are from last week?” the first woman asked as if she didn’t believe it.

	Chad nodded. “Yes,” he replied.

	“They’re lovely,” the first woman commented. Chad figured that lovely must be her favorite adjective.

	“I like the shade,” the second woman added. “Maybe I’ll have mine done in that color too.” She looked up at Chad. “Are you keeping the same color?” she asked.

	Chad shook his head. “No, I’ll probably be going for something different this week.”

	The woman just nodded and sat back down. The first woman dropped his hand and sat back in her chair too. Chad was glad. He had been uncomfortable being under such close scrutiny, no matter how polite they had been. He noticed the other women in the waiting area turning their heads. He turned to see what they were looking at and was pleased to see his usual nail tech walking to the front with her previous customer right behind.

	Chad waited where he was while the woman paid. Then before the woman could even get her wallet back into her purse, the nail tech looked straight at him and said. “Ready, Sissy?” Chad thought he heard someone sniggering nearby.

	He quickly got up from his chair and would have followed his tech to the back, but she was just standing there like she was waiting for something. The woman who had just paid was watching closely as she closed her purse. Hating every second of it, Chad dropped another curtsey and said hello to his nail tech in his usual sissy voice. He heard the woman who was just leaving grunt with surprise, he dared not look at her. The nail tech just smiled broadly however and led the way toward the back.

	As he walked toward the chair where she would be doing his toenails, he passed Mel having her own toenails done. The container of nail polish that was sitting out looked an awful lot like the color that would soon be removed from his own nails. Mel must have liked it.

	As soon as he was seated and had his shoes off, the nail tech asked him about what color he wanted. “I don’t know,” he confessed. “Can you recommend anything?”

	The nail tech opened a cabinet and stared at the bottles inside for a few moments, then she pulled out two of them. “I think either of these would be great for you,” she said as she showed him the bottles.

	Chad was very surprised at what she had selected. They were both slightly different shades of purple! He would have selected a pink or a red… or at least something in those families. But purple? He was about to say no way, but suddenly she was talking again.

	“I think the lavender would be the best,” she said as she set the bottles down and began grabbing what she would need to remove the polish that was on his toes now. “But the lilac is very pretty too. What do you think?”

	Chad didn’t know which color was lilac and which one was lavender. He wasn’t even sure he could spell lilac. And as to them being pretty? “Uh… Yeah, they’re both pretty,” he agreed, he just had never thought about it before.

	He was about to ask her to show him something else, like another pink, when she started telling him all about doing another woman’s hands with the lavender earlier that day and about how the woman had wanted her nails to match the color scheme for her wedding. Then Chad was forced to listen to all the wedding details that the woman had told the nail tech about. He wasn’t the least bit interested in wedding details, but obviously the nail tech was.

	With the nail polish finally removed from his toes, the tech grabbed both the bottles of polish again. “So which one?” she asked, obviously delighted with both choices.

	Chad still wanted to tell her he wanted to pick something different, but the delighted look on the tech’s face stopped him. Knowing he was going to probably regret it, he said, “I guess the lavender.”

	“Yaaay!” the tech cheered quietly as she mimicked clapping her hands together. “I think is so pretty.” Chad wasn’t all that sure, especially when the lavender turned out to be the less subtle of the two colors.

	Purple toes! And now he was watching her finishing his fingernails the same way. Purple! Something inside of him felt a bit squeamish at not only the thought of it, but now the sight of it. It wasn’t that the color was ugly – far from it. The nail tech had been right, it was sort of a pretty color, it’s just that… well… it was different! Okay, he had seen many of the young girls wearing much stranger colors than this, but… it wasn’t what he usually associated with a nail color he would wear! And now he was wearing it! Not only was he was wearing it… he was stuck with it for the next week! He wondered if Mel had silently pre-arranged this in advance. It would be just like her!

	As soon as the tech was finished, Chad held his hands up and stared at his purple nails. The length was the same – she had only filed them down a bit to smooth out the edges – but now they looked so much different. And worse, he was sure that they would stand out so much more. The nail tech got up and headed toward the front, Chad got out of his seat too, but instead of moving, he glanced between the purple nails on his hands and the purple nails sticking out of his shoes. It was almost shocking! In a daze he followed her toward the front.

	“Let me see,” Mel said excitedly as the tech was ringing up the sale. Chad noticed that Mel was now wearing the same nail color he had last week. He held his hands out to show her his fingernails. “Oooo… lavender.” Chad didn’t know how she had named exactly the right color. He wondered again if she had anything to do with it.

	“I’m really surprised,” she said, sounding like she meant it. “What made you pick that color?”

	Chad wasn’t really sure. “A wedding!” he finally replied.

	 


Chapter 35 (Friday – week 5 Part 7 of 8)

	Mel drove them to the same restaurant where they had eaten last week. As soon as she had parked her car, Mel once again told him to grab one of his empty baby bottles and carry it in with him – in his hand. Chad wasn’t at all happy to hear that. It was very embarrassing just to hold the thing let alone have to drink from it.

	As they went inside, he was glad to see that there weren’t nearly as many people waiting as there had been last week. “Now don’t forget, Sissy,” Mel said as they walked through the door. “Just like last week. Curtsey, put your name on the list, and make sure you curtsey again when you’re done!”

	Chad wasn’t thrilled to hear that. He had certainly made a fool of himself here last week. But then last week Mel had made him play a curtseying game with two little girls while they were waiting. A quick glance around at the waiting people turned up no kids at all… good! This would be bad enough! Feeling more than a bit apprehensive, he approached the waiting receptionist. He could see that she remembered him from last week. He wasn’t sure whether that was good or not. He grabbed both sides of his full skirt and pulled it wide as he dropped a curtsey to her. “How long is the wait?” he asked.

	“Only a few minutes,” the receptionist replied with amusement in her eyes.

	“Can you add us to your list?”

	But before Chad had a chance to tell him his name, she asked, “Sissy, right?”

	“Uh… Yes,” Chad replied, unhappy that she had remembered his name.

	“Okay, I’ll call you as soon as your table is ready.”

	“We’ll be right over there,” Chad pointed. Last week she had announced his name over their house system, even though she had been looking right at him.

	“I know. I’ll let you know.”

	“Uh… Thanks,” Chad replied. Then he dropped another curtsey, again spreading his skirt wider than he would have liked. He walked back to where Mel was sitting against the wall and stood near her.

	“I don’t see your little playmates from last week,” Mel commented.

	“No. They’re not here tonight.”

	“Pity. They were delightful little girls.”

	Chad didn’t exactly see it that way at all. The hostess called another party and the waiting room became a bit emptier. Right after that, Chad recognized the waitress that had served them last week coming up to the hostess’s counter. As she did so, she quickly glanced at the people still waiting to be seated. Her eyes fell on Chad and Mel and she smiled broadly. She glanced down at the waiting list then spoke to the hostess for a moment. The hostess nodded and made a notation on her list. She turned her microphone on. “Sissy, party of two.” Then she giggled. Chad wasn’t amused at all.

	The waitress was still in the process of trying to grab two menus as Mel and Chad approached. “Can you change one of those menus for a child’s menu?” Mel asked.

	The waitress looked back surprised, then stared at Sissy for a moment, then glanced down at the baby bottle in his hand. With a broad smile on her face she replied, “Of course.” She put one of the menu’s back and picked up a children’s menu instead.

	“Do you have any crayons?” Mel asked.

	Without answering, the waitress grabbed a box of crayons from a nearby container and held them up for Mel to see. “Please follow me,” she said as she turned and began leading them through the restaurant.

	As they walked, Mel dug into her purse and extracted another twenty dollar bill. “Hand me your baby bottle,” she said to Sissy. As bad as it was to have to carry the thing, Chad wasn’t at all glad to get rid of it, because it meant that they he would soon have to be drinking out of it again – in the restaurant.

	The waitress stopped in front of a booth and waited for them to be seated. Before Mel sat down, she handed the waitress the twenty dollar bill and the baby bottle. “And I’ll have coffee,” she said. The waitress left with a broad smile on her face.

	Chad started to slide into the booth, but he quickly got back up again and grabbed his skirt to straighten it before sliding back in again. Sliding across the seat was a lot more difficult than just sitting down in a chair.

	“It works better if you remember to straighten your skirt the first time you try to sit down.” Mel noted.

	“Yeah, I know. Robin’s been on my case all day about it!”

	The Robin woman again! Someday – soon – she was going to have to do something about her. But unfortunately, Mel realized that once again Robin was right. She had been ignoring too many of Chad’s male mannerisms. That couldn’t be allowed to go on much longer. Little things like just sitting down properly should have been addressed long ago. But that would have to happen later now, and certainly not here. It was time to delve into other things. She pointed at the children’s menu in front of him. “You might want to start getting busy with that.”

	Feeling very foolish, Chad picked up the box of crayons and dumped them out on the table – four of them this time. At least he had one more color to work with than last night.

	“So, who’s going to be at the poker game next week?” Mel asked.

	Just being reminded of the poker game sent a cloud of worry across Chad’s face as he opened up the menu to find a decent picture to start coloring. “Besides you and me, just Derek, Ray, Steve, and George.”

	“So there will be six of us? That’s a good number for poker.”

	Chad shrugged. “Yeah.” He put the blue crayon to the page and began coloring in some sky.

	Mel watched him for a few moments. “So what is it that you were so worried about earlier when we talked on the phone?”

	Chad stopped coloring and looked straight at her. “What are you going to make me do?”

	“You mean at the game?”

	“Yes!”

	“Like what?”

	“I mean, like… While everyone else is drinking from beer bottles, are you going to make me drink from a baby bottle?” Mel didn’t get a chance to reply before he kept going. “And how about what you’re going to make me wear? Is it going to be one of those silly sissy dresses? I can just see me now, showing up in that really babyish dress with my diaper showing. I don’t think the guys would really appreciate that!”

	Mel almost laughed. “They might not, but I would! You must really like those dresses if you’re so worried about it.”

	“No I don’t!”

	“Which really means that you do!”

	Chad blushed and looked down at the page he was coloring. “Maybe,” he replied embarrassedly.

	“Which means yes. What else?”

	“I’ll tell you something else I don’t think the guys will appreciate, especially George.”

	“What?”

	“Me wearing only one diaper and then have it leaking all over his chairs.”

	“Oh, I think we can find some way to deal with that too.”

	It wasn’t exactly what Chad wanted to hear. “And how about my voice? This is… usually… a guys only thing. I don’t think they want to sit there all night listening to me talk like a silly idiot!”

	Mel almost laughed out loud. “Oh I don’t know. I think they might get a big kick out of it.”

	“No they won’t!” Chad replied sullenly as he went back to his coloring.

	“But I would,” Mel replied. She watched him coloring for a few moments. “Anything else?”

	Chad didn’t look up right away. “Lots of things! But I don’t want to mention them right now.” He thought of something else he did need to mention though and looked back up quickly. “Oh! And George wanted me to make sure you know how to play. He suggested I teach you a bit before the game if I have to.”

	Mel looked at him and smirked. “Don’t worry. That’s not a problem. How do you think we spent all our time in the dorm rooms back in college when we weren’t studying?”

	Chad just nodded and went back to his picture. Mel watched him for a few moments. “The truth is,” she said, “that I really had no idea what I’m going to do with you. I hadn’t even really considered it yet. But thanks for giving me so many good ideas!”

	Chad stared at her – horrified! And then the waitress brought back his baby bottle.

	Chad sat silently in Mel’s car on the way back to her apartment. He wasn’t sure if he should be glad or not that he was holding the children’s menu that he had colored. Why had Mel insisted he bring it home? She already had embarrassing pictures that he had done last night hung up on not only her refrigerator but also on his own living room wall. And all the pictures in this new book looked just as childishly colored as they had the previous night. It was impossible to color neatly while at the same time trying to constantly drink from a baby bottle. But then, he wasn’t sure if leaving the embarrassing book behind would have been any better. Would the waitress claim it as a prize of her own – and then show it off to everyone she could find? Ugh! Embarrassing! Even if he wasn’t there.

	As soon as they had gotten back up to Mel’s apartment, she ordered him to prepare his punishment spot. “We might as well take care of that nasty demerit right now instead of later.”

	As Mel walked off into her bedroom, Chad stood perfectly still for a few moments. He hadn’t exactly forgotten about the demerit, he had just been trying not to think about it. But trust Mel to not forget! He wasn’t looking forward to another beating, but there was no way around it… and he would probably be getting these beatings for a very long time to come since he had no intention of ever speaking in his sissy voice where anyone at work could hear him.

	Almost lethargically, he grabbed a stack of disposable diapers and spread them out all over the floor where they would be needed. Then, because he knew what Mel would require of him, he began undressing, removing everything that covered him from the waist down except for his diapers. It was safer to leave those till Mel was ready.

	Mel came out of her bedroom dressed casually in shorts and an old top just as he was finishing. She went straight to the corner where her yardstick was waiting and picked it up. Chad felt a twinge of fear running through his body the moment she grabbed it. Despite the number of times he had already been through this, the nervous fear continued to grow in him. Mel glanced around at the diapers that had been spread out on the floor. Good enough. “Okay, Sissy. Let’s get those diapers off of you.”

	Chad stood still and let Mel rip open the tapes on each side of his diapers. She let go and they fell to the floor in a sodden heap. He suddenly felt even more exposed than ever. Slowly, as if trying to delay the inevitable, he moved into place and leaned over, putting his hands up against the back of the chair in front of him. He paused to brace himself, then forced his backside higher up into the air, making it a more inviting target for her wicked yardstick. All too soon he heard the quick swoosh of her stick as it sped through the air, but he didn’t have time to dwell on that sound as the sharp crack and pain of it hitting his backside interrupted all other thoughts. He wanted to grab his stinging backside, to rub the painful wound, but he forced himself to not touch it as he stood up. He dropped a curtsey to her. “Thank you, Mistwess,” he said in his silly sissy voice. Then he had to lean back over again, preparing himself for the next blow.

	“I’m getting tired of punishing you for this,” Mel said just before she landed another stinging swat.

	As Chad stood back up to curtsey and thank her, his main thought was that she couldn’t be nearly as tired of it as he was. But that didn’t mean that he was going to ever give in and let his coworkers hear him speaking like a fool. He just dared not tell her that.

	As Mel watched him lean back again and prepare himself for the next blow, she said, “If we have to do this much longer, than I’m going to have to come up with an additional way to punish you!” Swish! Whap! She watched as he curtseyed and thanked her. He was starting to shake a bit now and tears were starting to form in his eyes. Good! “Speaking of additional punishments,” she said as he leaned back over again. “I hope I don’t have to give you five more swats again for not peeing during this!” Swish! Whap!

	Chad was just registering her comment when the blow from her stick struck him. He realized that he hadn’t been trying to pee during the punishment yet. Another five blows would not be fun… he knew from previous experience! As he stood back up, he relaxed all his bladder muscles… sort of. Instead of holding back, he was now struggling to make himself pee. He curtseyed. “Thank you, Mistress.”

	Another blow, another curtsey. Then another blow, then another curtsey. But this time, as he stooped down into his curtsey, the change in the muscle position at his crotch was enough to start him peeing. It was so sudden and without warning that it startled him. He was going to say something about it, but Mel beat him to it. “Just ignore it, Sissy, and keep doing what you’re supposed to. I see it. The fact that you’re peeing shouldn’t ever interrupt whatever it is that you’re doing. For you, it’s of no consequence at all.”

	Still peeing, Chad did his best to ignore it and finished his curtsey. “Thank you, Mistress,” he finished. His peeing didn’t end till he was once again leaning over the back of the chair. Swish! Whap! At least he wouldn’t have to endure an additional five more blows.

	When his punishment was over, Chad, openly crying again, curtseyed and thanked her for the last time. Mel set her stick back in the corner till next time, then while Chad was still blubbering pitifully, she searched the diapers that had been spread out on the floor for the one that looked the most wet. She had him lie down right where he was and diapered him with it. “Two hours now, Sissy. Don’t disappoint me or we’ll be doing this all over again in a little while.”

	“No, Mistress,” Chad blubbered, promising himself that he would again do everything he could to get his diaper leaking before her deadline expired. He got to his feet and stared down at the diapers still strewn all over the floor. Thinking about what she had just said, he asked, “Do you want me to clean these up now?”

	“Do you think you’re going to have a leaky diaper two hours from now?”

	Chad had no way of knowing for sure, but he certainly intended on trying. “Definitely!” he replied confidently, hoping it would be the truth.

	“Then go ahead and pick them up. But keep them handy just in case.”

	Chad curtseyed and said, “Yes, Mistress,” but before he began picking up the diapers, he hurried to the kitchen and grabbed himself a baby bottle full of her awful green tea. He had a deadline to meet!

	 


Chapter 35 (Friday – week 5 Part 8 of 8)

	While Chad was picking up the diapers he had spread all over the floor, Mel wandered into the kitchen and picked up the child’s menu that she had made him color in at the restaurant. As she turned the pages, looking at the pictures, she was pleased with how juvenile looking they were. But she wasn’t surprised. As they had talked in the restaurant, she had watched him growing ever more cross-eyed as he tried to peer past the bottle he was holding up and drinking from – while he colored in the book. Trying to do such a thing would have made her dizzy for sure. But then, she would never put herself in a position to do anything even remotely like that. She made a mental note of a few of the pictures that she thought Sandy might get a kick out of.

	As she stared at the pictures, her mind wandered back to their earlier dinner conversation. She still had no idea what she wanted to do with him at the poker game, but he had given her lots of interesting things to think about. And the more she thought about some of them, the more sexually stimulated she seemed to become. Imagine, making him behave like a total ass in front of all his friends – his male friends!

	But the truth of it was, that she really had no intention of making him behave like that – yet. She didn’t think it was right to disgrace an obviously cherished event with things that didn’t belong there… Although the more she thought about it, the more interesting some of the ideas became. In her mind’s eye, she could just see him skipping into the room full of men, wearing that silly babyish outfit, his diapers showing obviously underneath. Maybe she’d add a baby bonnet to his head to complete the picture. His pacifier would be another good thing too – he could suck on it in front of them all evening… And speaking of sucking on something…

	She closed the book and hurried out into the living room. He had already put the excess diapers away – no matter. While he was sorting through the laundry, she hurried into her bathroom and started pulling out towels. Moving faster and faster, she carried them back out into her living room and began spreading them all over her couch, layering them to protect the chair as much as possible.

	She moved on to her desk drawer where she pulled out a jumble of ropes. Quickly selecting one, she carried it over to where he was bent over the laundry basket. He started to stand and turn around at her approach, but she stayed behind him and pushed him back down again. Grabbing his elbows from behind, she pulled them behind his back, pulling hard to bring them as close together as possible. She quickly wrapped her piece of rope around them, binding his elbows behind him. She grabbed the rope and pulled him to his feet, then kept pulling, forcing him to walk backwards as she dragged him toward her couch. She put him into position facing the couch, then forced him to his knees. She grabbed more rope. His wrists were soon bound tightly together, then his ankles. Another rope soon ran from his wrists down to his ankles, pulled tight so that his arms, even bound at the elbows, were stretched as far out as they would go. Feeling satisfied with her work so far, she hurried straight into her bedroom.

	Chad had been very startled when she had suddenly come up behind him. Then even more so when she had roughly grabbed his elbows and pulled them back. She hadn’t bound his elbows like that behind him before and it hurt from the beginning – it still hurt now. The rest was more familiar. As he knelt before her couch, towels spread all over it, he knew exactly what to expect. Two minutes later, he heard her come back again, and faster than he expected, his sight was taken away as she tightly tied her scarf around his head.

	Mel was breathing heavier now as she looked at him. He was ready. The couch was ready. All that remained was for her to remove her clothes. She still didn’t know why she didn’t want him to see her naked, but with the scarf covering his eyes, that wasn’t really a factor.

	She walked around and stood in front of him, the crotch of her shorts pressed lightly up against his nose. She hooked her thumbs inside of the waistband of her shorts and wiggled her hips against his face, tantalizing him. Then very slowly, she kept wiggling back and forth as she lowered her shorts all the way to the floor. As she bent down, she allowed her body to rub against his face, till now his face was between her breasts underneath her shirt. She wiggled them back and forth against him before she stood up again.

	She leaned into him again, letting her panties rub against his face. Letting him smell the scent of her sex barely masked underneath. Standing there like that, she pulled her top off, the motion causing her panties to rub against him once more. She stopped there like that and looked down at him, her pink pastel panties shoved into his face. She was getting so hot!

	And then she felt it. Something unexpected. And her entire body shuddered. He had tried to stick his tongue into her, through her panties. She couldn’t have moved if she tried, hoping that he might do it again. And then he did! A moan escaped her lips as she reached down with both hands and locked them into his hair. Again his tongue reached out, harder than before… longer than before, she felt his head tilting as he licked the front of her with his tongue. Her back arched. She would have cried out loudly if her breathing hadn’t been completely locked up. By the time he tilted his head down again, she was panting hard. She reached back and removed her bra, freeing her breasts so they too could receive some attention.

	She stooped straight down, rubbing her smooth breasts across his damp face – wet from the dampness that had come through from her soaked panties. With her hands still locked in his hair, she rubbed her breasts back and forth… round and round, all over his face – her nipples growing bigger and bigger as she did it. So good! But she needed more!

	She stood up again, her panties once again pressed against his face. She felt his tongue reach out again even as she put her thumbs into the waistband of her panties to begin pulling them down. She had to pause till he withdrew his tongue again. Then just as she had done with her shorts, she rubbed her crotch against his face as she slowly lowered her panties. Down… down… till his face now touch nothing but her wet, naked sex. She rubbed it into him for a moment, then resumed her motion to bring her panties down to the floor, once again pressing her breasts against his face.

	Slowly, she stood back up, never once letting her body leave his face, till her aching sex was once again poised right where she needed it to be. She ground it into him, spreading the wetness all over. Finally ending up again right where she wanted to press against him the most. She paused again, and once more she felt his tongue reaching out, only now there were no panties in the way. Now it could enter her further.

	Again and again she thrilled as he licked at her, driving his tongue into her as far as it could go. But she knew it could go further… she needed it to go further. Still holding tightly to his hair, she quickly moved backwards, sitting down on the couch, dragging him down so that his feet, tied to his hands behind him, were lifted off of the ground and his weight rested on his face – mashed perfectly into her crotch.

	She pulled tighter on his hair, pulling him harder into her waiting sex, and was rewarded to feel his tongue once again reaching out, this time seeming to probe her everywhere it could reach. Spot after wonder spot inside of her was touched by his tongue, the very movement of it driving her wild. And then it finally found the sweetest spot of all and lingered against it, flicked against it, licked against it… over and over again… driving her up, higher and higher, wilder and wilder, till at last… “Yeeeesss!” she screamed in ecstasy.

	She felt his probing tongue slow as she finally came down from her high. Slower and slower, till she felt it withdraw completely. She wanted more though. She was nowhere near being finished. But before she could urge him to do it again, she felt his tongue reaching out once again, this time almost tentatively. Teasing her. Sending her in an altogether different direction. No longer thinking, she abandoned herself to his talented tongue, riding him once again to yet another wonderful high.

	This time, when she came down, she felt his tongue withdraw once again. She realized he was breathing hard, almost gasping for breath. She took pity on him and pulled his face away from her crotch so he could breathe better. His face was a total mess, but she didn’t care. But the act of pulling him away and looking at him, seemed to ruin the magic. She no longer felt the desperate need she had felt earlier. Her hands still locked in his hair, she tilted him back till his feet returned to the floor. Then she slid down from the couch right in front of him. She pulled his messy face into her neck and hugged him, pulling his body as closely into hers as she could. She held him like that till they both calmed down. Then, slowly, she released her grip on him and leaned back. He was a mess! An absolute mess! And it had been wonderful – yet again!

	As messy as his face was, she leaned in close and lightly kissed the bare patch of skin on his forehead just above the blindfold. She knew the moment she had done it that she shouldn’t have, but it was too late now. She moved around to his side, and gently pulled on him, helping him to lay down where he could be more comfortable. As soon as she felt satisfied with his position, she stood up and left him, going straight to her bathroom… and into her shower.

	Chad laid in darkness, unable to see because of the scarf tied around his head… unable to move because of the ropes tied to his arms and legs. His arms ached terribly because of the way she had bound his elbows. But there was nothing he could do about it… unfortunately. The moment he heard her shower running he almost died, because it meant that she wouldn’t be coming back to release him anytime soon.

	He waited, and waited – impatiently, yet unable to move in any way. He remembered that he was supposed to be making his diaper leak – again. Yet she had prevented him from drinking enough to keep working on it. Would she take pity on him and not punish him for failing? Somehow, he doubted it. She would be as ruthless as ever. Yet… he had felt the faint touch of her kiss on his forehead. It would be a moment he would always remember because it had surprised him so much. But was it worth her beating him again because he failed to make his diaper leak? He wasn’t so sure.

	Mel wrapped her robe tightly around her naked body, tying it tightly to make sure it couldn’t slip open. Barefooted, she walked back out to the living room where he was still tied in the position she had left him. She knelt down next to him and removed his scarf. His face was still a mess. She reached over and pulled the top towel off of her couch and used it to wipe his face somewhat. He looked a bit better. Then she removed the rope binding his wrists to his ankles. His sigh of relief was audible as he bent his legs out straight. His elbows came next. He moaned with relief the moment they were free. Then finally his wrists. He struggled to pull his arms in front of him, rubbing them with his hands, flexing them over and over again to get them working.

	She stood up again and looked down at him on the floor. “I suggest you get a bottle back into your mouth again and start drinking. Time is wasting!”

	As Mel walked off to her bedroom, Chad slowly pulled himself up to his knees, and finally to his feet. His body still hadn’t recovered from the way she had used him, but he made his way back to the laundry basket where he had left his latest bottle and put it immediately to his mouth. But continuing on with the laundry was beyond him just then. He sat down on the floor, leaned his back against the washer, and just sat there, his eyes closed as he drank from the bottle. Had she really kissed him? Something about the tone of her last statement before she walked off made him seriously doubt it. But it was a nice dream.

	Mel checked the clock more and more often as his deadline drew nearer. She knew he was drinking his bottles furiously to try to keep wetting, and she knew his diaper was indeed getting wetter and wetter. But she also knew that he wasn’t doing much of anything else. For once, she didn’t really care. With all her might, she silently wished him success. She didn’t want to beat him again tonight – especially when it was her fault if he failed. But she couldn’t relent in any way… or at least she couldn’t seem to. Was there a way to go easier on him, for once, without him knowing it?

	With only five minutes to go, she saw him checking the clock more and more often too. She could actually see the strain on his face as he tried desperately to keep peeing – peeing enough to leak out of his diaper. She didn’t want to see him fail, yet she also didn’t want to make things easier on him. But she couldn’t stand it any longer – she could see how hard he had been trying. She just couldn’t punish him tonight for something that was really her fault – especially not after the way he had sent her into ecstasy earlier. She had everything already in place. He had done enough! “Sissy! Put your bottle down and come into my bedroom. Now!”

	Chad was completely surprised. He glanced at the clock again, there was only a few more minutes to go. He looked down at his bare legs – no leaks. “But Mistress…”

	“Don’t worry about it and get in here,” she commanded.

	Chad had little choice but to do as he was told. Once he got to her room however, he was surprised to see that she had again spread plenty of protection all over her bed. Was he about to get whatever little pleasure she would allow him after what he had done for her? He could only hope.

	“Lay down, Sissy. We’ve done this before.”

	Chad laid down on his back on her bed. Mel quickly grabbed some of her rope and tied his wrists to the headboard. “We don’t want your hands getting in the way,” she said. As if he would! He expected her to tie his feet next, but she didn’t. Because of that, he expected her to remove his diaper… but she didn’t do that either. Instead, she pulled out the little bottle of glue remover and began painting it heavily all around his glued on breast forms. Chad felt like cheering. He couldn’t wait to get rid of the things. They were bulky, and heavy, and constantly in his way! How did women stand the things?

	Little by little, Mel worked the glue loose on the breast forms, till finally they both released from his body. Chad immediately felt the pressure removed from his chest as the weight was lifted off of him. He felt the cool air against his nipples for the first time in a week. He breathed in heavily, enjoying the sudden sense of freedom. It was so much easier to breathe now. He wanted to rub and scratch at the area, but she had tied his hands out of the way. That would have to wait till later. Still, he was very happy to have them gone.

	“They go back again tomorrow,” she said. “So don’t get used to it.”

	Ugh!

	He felt her undoing his diaper then, which surprised him all the more since she hadn’t been able to make it leak yet. Was she going to punish him now? He hoped not. He felt the cool air now touch his bare front as she pulled the sodden diaper down between his legs, preparing to pull it out from under him. But the moment the cool air hit him, he began peeing again.

	Mel laughed a bit and pulled the diaper up a little more to make sure it caught everything. “Good baby,” she crooned in a teasing voice. Chad felt very embarrassed by it.

	When it was safe enough, she removed the now wetter diaper from under him and left him alone, tied to her bed. She came back a few minutes later with a wet cloth that she used to wipe his chest where the breast forms had been, and then the area all around his chastity device. As she did so, she noticed that despite having the medium sized teeth in the device instead of the larger ones, he still seemed to be as small as ever. Perfect!

	She spread some baby lotion over what she could reach on his front, then had him roll over – which wasn’t the easiest thing in the world for him to do with his hands tied as they were. She wiped his backside then and applied more baby lotion. As she rubbed it in, Chad was hoping that she would start playing with his backside again. The last time she had done that she had used a very interesting little toy on him. He’d wanted to see what it felt like again.

	But instead of using her toy on him, Mel grabbed her jar of suppositories and removed the lid. “I hope these things are still working,” she said as she pretended to pull one out. A moment later she was rudely shoving her finger up into him as far as it would go, pretending to insert the imaginary suppository – that hopefully would work just as well as the real thing. Chad wasn’t at all pleased – even more so because it meant that she wasn’t going to play with him tonight. Darn!

	She had him roll back over again and began fastening three of the thickest nighttime cloth diapers around him – the thickness adding lots of pressure against the inside of his crotch. Once the diaper pins were in place, she untied his hands. “You can get up now,” she said as she grabbed his plastic panties and held them out for him to put on.

	Chad slowly got up from the bed. The pressure from the super thick diapers made moving more difficult. He had to struggle to pull the plastic panties on and then into place. And when he tried to walk, he was already waddling – and the diapers were still dry!

	“Remember,” she said, “three more bottles before you go to sleep. And find yourself one of your onesies to wear to bed tonight.”

	Three more bottles! But that was no surprise. That’s what she made him drink every night now. “Yes, Mistress,” he said as he attempted to curtsey in the super thick diapers.

	Chad headed toward the door clad in only his diapers and plastic panties. He pulled the keys to his own apartment out of his purse and held them in his hand. He slung his purse over the crook of the same arm. He slung his diaper bag over his other shoulder. His clothes that he had removed earlier got slung over one of his arms, the shoes taking up one of his hands.

	He didn’t know why, but he felt somehow sad and disappointed. Curtseying was pretty much impossible under the circumstances so he didn’t even try. “Goodnight, Mistress,” he said. Then he turned toward her door.

	“Goodnight, Sissy,” she replied. “Sleep well, you’ve got a busy day tomorrow.”

	Chad wanted to ask her what she had planned, but somehow, he didn’t think he wanted to know just yet. He would let the problems of tomorrow wait till tomorrow. He just nodded and opened her door. Then, walked out, clad in only his diaper and plastic panties. He softly closed the door behind him.

	Mel stared at the back of the door as it closed. “Goodnight, Sissy,” she repeated softly. “Sleep tight.”

	 


Chapter 36 (Saturday – week 5 Part 1 of 8)

	In her dreams, she was holding a tiny infant… so sweet. The precious baby felt soft and warm in her arms. And in her dreams, Sissy was standing there right by her side – supportive, attentive, waiting to hand her bottles or wipes, or whatever she needed for the baby.

	But then, as so often happens in many dreams, the oddly unusual thing occurred. The face of the baby in her arms became Sissy’s face. Confused, she looked back at Sissy standing beside her, he looked exactly the same. Yet the baby in her arms was now him too! She felt startled by it, bothered. The baby in her arms was just an infant… a precious infant – and the Sissy at her side was her servant. Two Sissys! Yet in her odd dream she was sure that somehow they were the same person – one being.

	Over and over she tried to think of ways to prove to herself that she was wrong, that they were different people, totally separate. They acted completely different and separately, showing no connection to each other at all. Yet something still convinced her that they were one and the same. She frantically ordered the Sissy that was her servant to run all over the place, bringing her things, taking care of things, handling things. And while he did that, the baby in her arms behaved completely as nothing more than – a baby. Yet the baby in her arms still had his face!

	Over and over she tried to figure out how they could be the same being, while at the same time trying over and over to prove that they were totally separate. Her frustration over the problem grew and grew. It disturbed her more and more. The Sissy that was her servant… and the baby that had Sissy’s face. How could it be? Yet she knew that somehow it had happened. They were one and the same! She just couldn’t prove it and couldn’t understand it.

	In her dream, her anger grew with her inability to reconcile the two. Finally, she began yelling at Sissy the servant. The moment she did, Sissy the baby began crying uncontrollably, as if yelling at one affected the other. But it wasn’t proof! Wasn’t it normal for a baby to cry when people were yelling around it?

	She tried to console the baby in her arms, but the baby refused to stop crying. Her dream changed into being one long nightmare of doing nothing but searching for a way to stop the baby from crying. Becoming more and more frantic, she tried everything to calm the squalling infant. Bottles didn’t help, changing it didn’t help, holding it didn’t help. Nothing worked. The baby’s desperate screaming cries were getting to her more and more. She had to calm the baby! She had to find a way to make it stop crying!

	With a sudden gasp of breath, she finally woke from her nightmare. As soon as she realized that she had been dreaming and was now awake, most of the dream wiped itself from her memory, leaving only vague upsetting feelings. What had she been dreaming about that was so disturbing? Why did she feel so irritated? As she searched her mind, she remembered that her period would be starting in a few days. Was that what it was all about? But it shouldn’t be affecting her too much yet! But her period was coming soon – ugh!

	Wanting to get moving to shake her irritated mood, she quickly got up out of bed. Coffee! She had to have coffee! Coffee would help!

	Chad labored to roll over on his tiny blow-up mattress and found that the job was easier today than it usually was. The breast forms were gone! Still half-asleep, he allowed his hand to rub his chest through the onesie he was wearing where the breast form had been. Pure bliss!

	As he laid there slowly waking up, he realized he was once again sucking on his pacifier – as usual. But he certainly didn’t mind – anymore. The thing brought a certain amount of comfort to his stressful life. He thought again about how Mel had seemed to forget about making him use the thing during the day lately. He hoped things remained like that. It would be one less major humiliation in his already overly humiliating life!

	He concentrated on his diapers. Hugely bloated and messy again. As usual. He was struck by how normal they felt that way now – who would have ever thought!

	He finally realized then that his alarm hadn’t gone off… no loud music to wake him up! Oh yeah, it was Saturday. No work… at least not his regular job. There was no telling what Mel would make him do today!

	Reminded of Mel and her never ending requirements, he rolled off of his mattress onto the floor, scattering empty baby bottles as he went – they were the required bottles he had drank last night before going to sleep. He struggled to his feet, letting his body get used to the weight and bulk of his super heavy diapers. He waddled his way out of his room towards the kitchen where he knew that a note from her awaited him… at least there usually was a note.

	As usual, the note was right on his counter where it always was every morning. He reached out to pull it closer so he could read it easier, but he paused in the process as he noticed his purple fingernails… lavender. The odd color looked strange and all too noticeable, yet he felt oddly stimulated by it. Trying to put his purple nails out of his mind, he pulled the note toward him.

	Sissy,

	Today is Saturday. As usual, you have the morning off to take care of whatever personal business you need to. But today there has to be something different! I need you to call me this morning the minute you get out of the shower – before you put your diaper on. Take your cell phone into the bathroom with you so you can be drying off while I’m coming over. When I get there, I’ll also be expecting to see three more empty bottles that I want you to drink this morning. So drink up before you clean up!

	Make sure you buy plenty of diapers today – at least three packages again. Make sure you have plenty of makeup and whatever else you may need for the week too. This is your chance to take care of those things.

	At twelve o’clock, I’ll be at your apartment. Then afterwards, you can expect Sandy to come calling on you again. Yes, more baby lessons. I can’t wait to see what she teaches you today.

	Enjoy your morning. I’m waiting for your call!

	Chad grunted aloud as he finished the note, then read it a second time. He had no doubt that Mel wanted to see him putting on only one diaper again so she could time him. But if he had the morning off, then how was she going to do that? And as to the rest of it? Last weeks baby lesson had led to him having to use nothing but his stupid sissy speech all the time. He seriously hoped that this week wouldn’t lead to anything nearly as humiliating.

	He waddled over to his refrigerator and pulled out three baby bottles. Setting his pacifier on the kitchen counter as he walked past, he carried all the bottles out to the living room and his single solitary chair. He sat down in his super thick, messy diaper and put the first baby bottle to his mouth. His eyes once again focused on the childish drawing he had colored at the restaurant a few nights ago. At least Mel hadn’t added another one from last night to his wall. But it was hard for him not to look at the picture since it was taped right at eye level directly in front of him.

	Closing his eyes to it, he concentrated on nursing on his bottle instead – and just relaxing.

	Mel had just poured her third cup of coffee for the morning when her phone rang. At least she was finally feeling a bit better now. She quickly answered her phone, expecting it to be Sissy. “Hello?”

	“Hewwo, Mistwess,” Sissy said in his sissy voice. “I just got out of the showa.” Since he had to speak in only a high-pitched voice and wasn’t allowed to use the letters “L” or “R” in anything he said, he sounded mostly childish.

	“Have you put your diaper on yet?” Mel asked.

	“No, Mistwess. I’m stiw, wet.”

	“Good! Dry yourself off and I’ll be right there.” She hung up her phone and grabbed her keys. A minute later, she was letting herself into his apartment. She went straight to his bathroom. He was there, still drying himself off. “Good morning, Sissy.”

	Chad did a partial little curtsey. “Good morning, Mistress,” he replied in his sissy voice.

	She stood in the doorway and watched him finish drying. His body was shaved smooth – good. His chastity device was still in place – as she expected. His hair was soaking wet – well that was to be expected. He would use the blow dryer and curling iron on it after she left.

	As soon as Chad finished drying, he asked. “One diaper again?”

	Mel nodded. “Yes! You got it!”

	Chad mentally groaned but didn’t show any other outward signs that he was displeased – it wouldn’t do any good anyway. He put the single diaper on himself while standing up – taping it firmly into place.

	“Good,” Mel said from the bathroom doorway. She checked her watch. “Two hours, Sissy. Remember that.”

	“But Mistress, if I have the morning off to get the shopping done that I need to, how will you know if I’m leaking?”

	Mel smiled. “I expect you to be knocking on my door with a leaking diaper before your two hours are up! If you’re out somewhere, plan on getting back to me before that two hours. Then you can go out again if you need to.”

	Chad wasn’t the least bit happy to hear that. She was stripping away any chance he might have today of ever trying to hold back – even for a little while. But what could he do about it? Nothing! “Yes, Mistress,” he replied.

	With a broad smile, Mel turned around and left him there. At work he could try to hold back, try to regain more and more control, but on the weekends she was in control – all the time. And if she was going to win this bet, then he couldn’t be allowed to exercise any control at all!

	 


Chapter 36 (Saturday – week 5 Part 2 of 8)

	Chad stared at the shopping list he had made. He needed an awful lot of stuff. His makeup was running low, he needed shampoo and conditioner. He needed baby wipes and baby lotion. He needed pantyhose. And of course three more packages of diapers. It would take a long time to shop for all that stuff. Longer than he wanted to be out in public by himself, dressed as he was.

	Today he was wearing pants again… but they were the tighter pants this time. With only one diaper on and knowing that he probably wouldn’t be wearing them for very long, they had seemed like his best option. It actually felt a bit strange wearing pants again, even with the high heels on his feet. He was also wearing his waist cincher to give himself a bit of a better figure. His shape wasn’t as good without the all-in-one girdle he usually wore too, but the waist cincher did help a lot. Naturally, he had added a bra and his breast forms too – at least they weren’t glued on to him today… yet. A simple casual top, his watch, ring, and necklace completed his outfit. Casual. Actually a lot more comfortable without the all-in-one girdle. It gave him a huge sense of freedom.

	He checked his watch. Only a little over an hour to go before he would have to be at Mel’s apartment with a leaking diaper. His diaper was already getting very wet, but it still had a long way to go so he dared not hold back at all. Picking up his purse, he headed out the door and down to his car to start taking care of business.

	His first stop of the morning was at the ATM machine to get a pile of cash to use during the week. The cash made life a lot easier, even though he no longer had the super long nails on his hands. As he punched the numbers into the machine with the tips of his nails, he was again struck by the strange purple color. Would he ever get used to them? They were kind of pretty though.

	He needed diapers – three packages. But just thinking about shopping for them reminded him of the two girls who had been all too interested in him at his usual drug store for the last two weeks. Purposely, he avoided that store and went further down the road to the next one. The store was crowded as he went inside, but then he was a bit later getting there than he wanted to be this morning. He ignored all the other customers and went straight to the diaper aisle. He was glad to see that they were fully stocked this time. He pulled three big packages off the shelf, and holding two of them while trying to precariously balance the third, made his way to the checkout counter. He realized that the drug store probably also carried most of everything else on his list too, but he didn’t want to have to deal with buying all that along with the diapers. And just carrying it all would have been impossible anyway.

	As he stood waiting in the short line, he saw some of the other customers glancing at him curiously. But at least none of them said anything or even looked overly long at him. He was glad. When it was his turn to pay, the saleswoman simply rang him up quickly, dumped all three bags of diapers into three different plastic bags, took his money, and gave him his change. Quick and simple. Just the way it was supposed to be. Things were definitely going better today – so far! He made a mental note to use this drug store all the time from now on.

	He checked his watch again as he got back into the car – just over forty minutes to go. He was doing pretty good continuing to wet himself, but there were still no leaks. If he was going to make Mel’s deadline then he had to keep drinking – and he had to keep trying to wet. He drove further down the road to his favorite fast food restaurant and ordered a quick breakfast with a large cup of coffee through the drive-thru. He sat in his car the parking lot while he ate, then got back on the road again the minute he finished.

	But where to go next? Time was running out before he had to be at Mel’s door with a leaky diaper. He could tell that his diaper was really wet, but he still hadn’t felt the telltale tickle of any leaks yet. He knew that someplace like Target or Wal-Mart would have everything else that he needed, but stopping at one of those stores would take too long. He turned back towards home instead to wait till after he could get changed before he continued his shopping. But halfway home, he noticed the drug store he had just stopped at a little while ago. The experience hadn’t been bad at all, and most of the things that he needed could be bought there. Trying to save a little time, he quickly pulled back into the store’s parking lot as he felt himself peeing yet again – but he still didn’t feel any leaks.

	There were quite a few cars in the parking lot now, but he didn’t think it would be too crowded inside. He entered the store and grabbed a small handheld shopping basket from a stack near the door. At first glance, he was a bit worried about the number of people he saw inside, but he kept going anyway.

	The makeup section was first – several long aisles of it. All of which had women looking closely at the various items – too many women for his comfort since he wasn’t all that sure about where to find what he was looking for anyway. He continued on to the next section instead and quickly found the shampoo, conditioner and other bath supplies that he needed. There were only two women in this section, but in the long aisle, that didn’t seem like too many at all. His basket started to fill up quickly, but as he turned from picking up one of the items, he noticed one of the women had been looking at him rather closely. Well, that was nothing new. At least she didn’t say anything. He glanced at his watch, time was running short. As he hurried to the checkout counter, he was pleased to feel himself peeing again – a lot – probably from the coffee he had just finished.

	The store had two cash register lanes open now to handle all the customers, with a short line at each one. Chad chose the line that he hoped would get him out of there the quickest. He was aware, as usual, of all the stares from everyone around him, but fortunately, nobody said anything to him. But as he stood there waiting his turn, something suddenly felt odd… then grew more odd. The odd feeling was on his legs, just below his crotch, and it seemed to be expanding! He reached down casually and felt his pants just below his diaper. Wet! He was leaking, and the pants he had on were too tight to let any of it just drip down his leg. They were quickly becoming wetter and wetter as his diaper continued to leak!

	He moved up in line, only one other person ahead of him now. He had a basket full of things to buy in his hand. He wanted to just drop the basket and run out, but he had come so far already. He heard someone grunt in surprise, then a moment later, someone giggled. He turned, two women were looking at him. Then someone else noticed him. That someone else grabbed her friend’s arm and pointed at him. Damn! Why didn’t he think about this when he got dressed this morning? His pants were too tight to let him get away with anything! Not only were the people noticing him because he was obviously a man dressed as a woman, but he was feeling extra embarrassed because he was now out with obviously wet pants, and the growing wet stains were letting everyone know that he had just wet himself! He was about to drop everything and just walk out, but just then, the person ahead of him finished and it was his turn to check out. He had come too far now to just leave.

	As quickly as he could, he put everything up on the counter from his basket and waited while the cashier rang everything up. Fortunately, she couldn’t see his wet pants. But he had no doubt that everyone else in line was watching him. It took a few minutes to ring everything up, pay for it, receive his change, and wait till it all got bagged before he could finally leave. By then, there didn’t seem to be any use in hurrying too much. Everyone had already gotten an eyeful!

	He didn’t dare to glance down at his pants to see how bad they were till he got out of the store and was standing next to his car. And what he saw was shocking. Just from what he could see, he had large wet splotches in several areas at the top of each leg, starting right at his crotch. Some of those wet splotches were starting to grow together. He couldn’t see behind him, but he could now feel how wet he was back there and it felt even worse than the front. He finally opened his car door and threw his bags across onto the passenger seat on top of the diaper bags. But as he started to get into the car, he stopped and noticed that there was a small wet area on the seat already. He had been leaking since before he went into the store and didn’t know it! No wonder some of the people in the store had been staring at him since he went in.

	Not wanting to make his seat any wetter, he grabbed one of the large plastic bags that held his diapers and emptied the bag. He sat on the plastic all the way home. He left all his purchases on the seat of his car as he climbed the stairs up to Mel’s apartment and knocked on her door with just a few minutes left to spare. The door opened and he immediately dropped his usual curtsey and recited his sissy greeting.

	Mel smiled. “You just made it!” But then she stopped and stared at his wet pants. “But by the looks of things, you could have been here earlier. Turn all the way around. Let me see how bad it is.” Still outside where everyone could see him, Chad slowly turned all the way around. “Why didn’t you come back sooner?” she asked.

	“I was out shopping when it happened.”

	“In the stores? With people around?”

	“Yeah, the drug store.”

	Mel smiled. “I hope you enjoyed yourself.”

	That wasn’t exactly the way that Chad would have put it!

	“Let’s go get you changed,” Mel said as she grabbed her keys from her purse and started toward his apartment. Chad followed behind, allowing Mel to unlock his apartment door for him since her key was already out.

	“Did you get everything you need today?” Mel asked as he was removing his wet pants.

	“Not yet,” he replied. “I still have to find some of the makeup I’m almost out of, and I need a few more pairs of pantyhose too.”

	“Some of that makeup you’re only going to be able to get at the mall.”

	He groaned audibly. “That’s the only place? Target or Wal-Mart won’t carry it?”

	She shook her head. “Not that brand. You’ll have to go back to the makeup counter where you got it. Of course when you do, you can always ask for another demonstration again,” she teased.

	Chad rolled his eyes as he pulled off his saturated diaper and let it drop to the floor. “No thanks. Not today,” he replied.

	She smiled but said nothing as she waited for him to tape another fresh diaper in place. “Two hours, Sissy,” she said as she glanced at her watch.

	Chad glanced at his own watch too. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied with a small sigh.

	She paused before she left him. “Tell you what. I was thinking of going shopping today myself. I need a few things too. If you like, we can go to the mall together and you can get your makeup then.”

	Chad thought about that for only a few seconds. It sounded like a better idea to him – despite what she might come up with along the way. Besides, if she was going shopping then he was probably going with her anyway. “Thanks,” he replied. “Maybe I’ll wait till then.”

	Once Mel was gone, Chad went back to face his closet. Now what was he going to wear? Pants were obviously out! Since he wasn’t going shopping till later with Mel, he was tempted to stay in just his diaper till she came back at noon. And when Sandy arrived later, he had no doubt that she would have her own ideas on what she wanted him to wear today. But then he remembered that all the things he had bought earlier were still down in his car and they needed to be brought upstairs. He finally chose the most casual looking skirt and top that he could find and the low-heeled shoes that he wore with his uniform. He might as well be comfortable. Since he only had two more hours to go till he had to be leaking again, he pulled another baby bottle out of his refrigerator before going down to the car to get his purchases.

	“I really appreciate this,” Sandy said as she opened the door to her apartment and she and Mel lugged the heavy highchair inside.

	“No, it’s me who appreciates it,” Mel replied. “What do you have planned for him today?”

	“I was thinking of a couple of things. But mostly, I’d like to start working on the way he does things… the way he moves. Babies don’t quite have the motor control we have, so they do things a bit differently. I’d like to try a few ideas on that line today.”

	“Sounds interesting,” Mel replied. “Actually, that’s something I need to start working on with him too, although in a completely different way. He’s still got too many masculine mannerisms.”

	Sandy giggled. “Well then, maybe between the two of us we can eliminate a few of them.” Mel giggled too.

	 


Chapter 36 (Saturday – week 5 Part 3 of 8)

	It was still a few minutes before twelve when someone knocked on Chad’s door. Chad figured it would be Sandy, but he was a little surprised to see Mel there since he figured she would just use her own key and come in. He dropped his curtsey to her, “Hello, Mistress,” he said in his sissy voice.

	“I know it’s not quite twelve yet,” Mel said, “but I just thought I’d come over to see if you were busy.”

	Chas stood back out of the way to let her inside. “No,” he replied. “I was just giving my kitchen a quick cleaning. It was getting dusty.” As she walked in, Chad noticed the book she had in her hand – the child’s menu he had colored at the restaurant last night.

	“Dusty? I guess you don’t really get to use it much.” She headed straight for his kitchen and laid the child’s menu out on his kitchen counter. Chad watched as she started going through the pictures. “I like this one… and this one the best,” she said as she placed one hand on one page to mark the place, and opened the book to the second picture. “Which one do you like?”

	Actually Chad didn’t like any of them at all, especially since the ones that she had picked out were the ones that looked the most childishly colored. He had visions of having one of the pictures hung on his living room wall, right next to the one that was already there. How embarrassing… and what a terrible reminder of what he had been forced to do. He took the book from Mel, careful to hold the place of each picture, and turned back and forth between them a few times. The second one was a bit more mature looking, but not by much. “I like this one,” he said, indicating the second picture.

	Mel smiled as she took the book back from him and opened it fully to that page. Chad wasn’t the least bit happy to watch as she carefully ripped the page out of the book. She handed the picture to Chad. “I think that Sandy would just love it if you gave that to her. And I want you to tell her that you colored it – just for her.”

	Chad was shocked. “Give it to Sandy?”

	“Unless you want to hang that one on your wall and give her the other one instead.”

	Chad shook his head. “No, Mistress. I’ll give her this one.”

	“Good! And don’t forget, tell her you did it just for her! Now let’s go see if we can find something a bit more childish for you to wear for her today. If you’re going to give her a childishly colored picture, then the least you can do is to dress a bit more appropriately.

	Not happy about it in the least, Chad followed Mel back to his bedroom where she quickly picked out the onesie he had slept in last night. As he took his clothes off, Mel was careful to check the state of his diaper. “You’ve only got about half an hour to get that thing leaking,” she reminded him.

	“I know,” he replied. “I think it’s getting close already. Can I just change it now instead?”

	“No, not till it’s leaking. I don’t want you to stop trying.”

	Chad wasn’t happy about it, but there was nothing he could do about it either. The sound of someone knocking on his door came before he even got the onesie on.

	“That will be Sandy,” Mel said. “I’ll get the door, you get dressed.”

	“Hi Sandy,” Mel said with a big smile the moment she opened the door.

	“Hey Mel. Is he ready?”

	“Almost,” Mel replied. “Come on in.” Mel led her back to Chad’s bedroom where he was just stepping into the onesie. She noticed how wet his diaper looked already. “I take it he hasn’t leaked yet?”

	“Not yet,” Mel replied. She checked her watch. “But he still has another twenty-four minutes to go.”

	“Then maybe we should just leave him in his diaper till then. That way we can see if he leaks. Besides, once he gets to my place, he won’t be able to tell us.”

	“That’s true,” Mel replied with more than a hint of amusement. “Take it off again,” she told Chad. “You can start out in just your diaper.”

	“For that matter, he can stay in just his diaper today” Sandy decided. “Maybe just a pacifier to complete his outfit and that’s all he should need.”

	Mel smiled. “I like it!” She looked at Sissy. “Where’s your pacifier?”

	“In the kitchen,” he replied, fully unhappy that the thing should even be mentioned.

	“Then go get it. And hurry!”

	Chad ran to the kitchen and came back a moment later with the pacifier in his mouth.

	“Now that’s more like it!” Sandy declared. “Are you ready?” she asked him.

	Chad just shrugged. “I guess so,” he said around the pacifier in his mouth. “What else is there?” He wasn’t taking any other clothes or anything else.

	“How about his diaper bag?” Mel suggested.

	“Yeah,” Sandy replied. “Good idea! I guess with him, it really is just like taking care of a real baby!”

	“Oh wait!” Mel suddenly said. “We almost forgot something!” She looked right at Chad. “Isn’t there something special you have for Sandy?” she asked.

	Chad blushed and Sandy looked a bit surprised. “I’ll be right back,” Chad said as he hurried out to his kitchen one more time to get the picture he had colored. As he carried it back to the bedroom, he saw Mel looking at him very intently. Her stare let him know that he had better do this right – the way she wanted him to do it. Sandy just looked quizzical since she was wondering what was going on. “Um…” he said as he stood in front of Sandy and held the picture out to her. “I colored this for you.”

	“For me?” Sandy replied in a surprised voice as she took the picture from him. She looked at it and let out a small laugh. “You even color like a baby! Thank you, I know that Cassie will just love this too. We’ll find a good place to hang it in our apartment… maybe on the refrigerator. How will that be?”

	Chad wasn’t happy about that at all. Why couldn’t she just take it and put it away somewhere – like maybe in the trash can. In her elaborately decorated apartment, it would stick out like a sore thumb – and everybody who went in would notice it. But he replied, “That would be great.”

	“So are you ready now?” Sandy asked.

	“Yes, Sandy,” he replied.

	Sandy turned to Mel, “Are you coming with us now, since he only has a few minutes to start leaking?”

	“I’ll be over in just a few minutes,” Mel replied. “I have something else I have to do first.”

	Sandy stopped before she opened the door and turned to Sissy. “Remember the rules! No walking the minute you get to my apartment… and only baby talk!”

	Chad dropped a quick curtsey. “I remember.” Ugh! Baby talk! What a pain!

	Mel stayed back in his apartment as Sandy and Sissy left. She went straight to his refrigerator and checked it. As she suspected, he was just about out of bottles. Well, she would fix that problem soon enough. She went back to the child’s menu that he had colored and ripped out the other picture that she liked. She hung it right next to his other picture on the wall so he could “enjoy” them both.

	“Climb up,” Sandy said as she took the tray off of his highchair. Chad crawled across her kitchen floor and climbed up into the chair. Sandy fastened the safety belt around him, being careful to pull it tight. She was about to put the tray back into place when she paused a moment in thought. “Put your right arm down in your lap.”

	Chad was surprised by her request, but protesting or even questioning it would do no good. Besides, since he was limited to only baby-talk, he had no way to ask her why. As soon as his arm was down, she put the tray into place, locking his right arm under the tray where he couldn’t use it.

	“That should work,” Sandy mused to herself.

	Chad watched as she began dumping baby food, straight out of the jars onto the divided child’s dish that she had gotten for him – colorful baby food, that he had no idea what it was, even when he tasted it. She set the plate down in front of him, then set a small rubber coated baby spoon down next to the plate. “I want you to feed yourself this time,” she told him.

	Chad awkwardly picked up the spoon with his left hand. He started to bring it toward the food, but she stopped him. “Not like that! Babies don’t hold anything like you’re holding that. Close your fist around it instead and grab it tightly.”

	Hold it in his fist? Ugh! He managed to get the spoon into his hand the way she wanted it, which wasn’t all that easy since he only had the one hand to use. Then he shoveled some of the baby food onto the spoon. He wanted to change the position of the spoon in his hand to make it easier to bring it to his mouth, but with his fist wrapped tightly around it, he couldn’t do that. He had to awkwardly turn his entire arm out to get it around far enough that he could get the food into his mouth. Eating with just the tiny baby spoon had always been difficult, not to mention embarrassing. Doing it this way made the task twice as hard! He slowly reached out and grabbed another spoonful and managed to get it almost to his mouth before some of it dripped off of the spoon and onto his bib. It seemed that holding the tiny spoon the way he was, made it harder to keep it level. And the result was that more of the baby food dripped off. Just great!

	“Perfect!” Sandy declared happily. “That’s the way you should be eating from now on.”

	Not likely, Chad thought. But just then, someone knocked at the door. Chad quietly panicked inside while Sandy went to answer it. She came back a few moments later with Mel.

	“Keep eating,” Sandy ordered as they got back to the kitchen.

	Mel watched him eating awkwardly with the tiny baby spoon. “I must say, you found a way to make even his eating look more childish.”

	“Babies don’t hold spoons the way we do,” Sandy explained. “And as far as I’m concerned, the more babyish he does everything, the better!”

	Mel laughed. “I couldn’t agree more!”

	Chad was about halfway through with the food. His face was a mess. His bib was a mess. And so was the tray in front of him because the food kept dropping off of the tiny spoon – not to mention that it was more difficult than ever to accurately hit his mouth the way he was holding the darn thing. He suddenly felt himself peeing again. Knowing that the time was running out for him to be leaking, he waited till he was done peeing, then he began trying to feel all around the leg openings of his diaper with the one hand that was under the tray. He couldn’t reach the diaper on his right leg very well, but he could feel around the opening of his left leg a bit. Nothing… Nothing… There! Was that a bit of a wet spot near the bottom? He felt it again. Yes, it did feel like it was starting to leak out. Since he had no other way to express himself, he let loose a tirade of baby talk. But Mel and Sandy were talking and mostly ignoring him. He tried again, harder. They both looked over at him.

	“What’s the matter, baby?” Sandy asked. “You’re not finished with your dinner yet. Keep eating.”

	But Chad had to let them know that he was leaking. He tried more baby talk instead.

	“Was he asking for his bottle?” Mel asked. “You know, he does need to be leaking very soon. Maybe he needs a bit more to drink.”

	Sandy got up quickly and got a bottle for him that was already filled with baby formula. But as she brought it over to him, Chad very emphatically let out more baby nonsense. Sandy set the bottle down on his tray and turned back toward Mel. “I don’t think that was it,” she said. “I think he’s trying to tell us something else.”

	Mel came over to him and peered under the tray at his diaper. “Are you leaking?” she asked.

	Chad let out a shorter and happier stream of baby nonsense to let her know that that was his problem.

	“I guess that’s it,” Mel said to Sandy. “We can change him now and then I can get out of your hair for a while.”

	“No problem,” Sandy replied as she took the bottle back off of the tray and also picked his food up too. “Wow, you’re really a mess, baby,” she declared as she looked at him. “Just like a real baby!” She grabbed a wet washcloth and spent several moments cleaning him up thoroughly before she removed the tray that was holding both him and his arm in the chair. She had to release the safety strap before he was able to climb down to crawl on the floor.

	Mel led the way into the living room where Sandy had laid out a large blanket that was already covered with baby toys for him to play with later. She moved some of the toys out of the way. “Lay down here,” she told him and waited while he crawled over into position. Sandy brought the diaper bag over for her. With practiced efficiency, she quickly had his overly soaked diaper off of him and a new one shoved in place under him, ready to bring up between his legs. She reached back into the diaper bag and brought out the jar of suppositories. With a wicked smile on her face, she held the jar up where he could see it. “Your favorite part, I know!”

	Chad rolled his eyes and turned his head away. The suppositories were his least favorite part. He hated the things – and especially what they did to him.

	Mel reached into the jar and pulled out – nothing. “Lift your legs,” she ordered. Chad raised his legs up and she pushed them up even higher, totally exposing his bare backside. It took her only a moment to shove her finger way up inside of him – as if she were actually shoving one of the suppositories up there. He would never know the difference, and hopefully, the results would be exactly the same. She brought his legs back down and a minute later the fresh diaper was taped securely in place. She checked her watch. “Two hours, baby. Two hours.”

	Since Chad had no way of responding in any recognizable way, he said nothing. He already knew the drill.

	 


Chapter 36 (Saturday – week 5 Part 4 of 8)

	Once Mel had left, Chad was again strapped into the highchair with his right arm trapped under the tray while he attempted to eat his baby food lunch without spilling too much of it – a mostly impossible task! The sound of the door opening caught his attention while he was still trying to eat. Once again fear froze him in place. He was almost relieved when Cassie came in.

	“Hi everyone,” she said fairly calmly, despite not being able to take her eyes off of Chad – and his mess.

	“Hi Cassie,” Sandy replied.

	But Cassie acted like she didn’t even hear her. She just stared at Sissy instead. “You’re looking rather colorful today,” she noted, referring to all the baby food that was spilled all over him.

	Sandy laughed. “Simple little changes, and now he acts even more like a baby than ever!”

	“I’ll say!” Cassie agreed as she watched Chad dropping more baby food from his spoon onto his already messy bib. She put her purse down on the counter. “Does Mel still want me to trim his hair again?”

	“I guess so,” Sandy replied.

	“Let me know when he’s done there and I’ll do him before you let him up.” She walked off toward their bedroom and out of sight.

	Get his hair trimmed? That was news to Chad. He wasn’t sure how he actually felt about it either. As soon as Sandy had decided he had eaten enough, she took his plate and spoon away from him and again washed him thoroughly with her washcloth – including the also messy unfinished baby bottle that was still on the tray. Then she called Cassie. Chad, unable to leave the highchair and consequently having nowhere to go, just picked up his bottle and continued drinking – he did have another two hour deadline to meet!

	Cassie came back a few minutes later – scissors, comb, and brush in hand. Chad put his baby bottle down as she ran the comb through his hair a few times. “I think we’re going to need to wet this before I can do anything else,” she declared. “You may as well keep drinking that thing while I’m working here,” she said to Chad. “You’re not going anywhere, and I’m not going to be doing anything that will get in your way.” Chad picked up his bottle again.

	A few minutes later, Chad’s hair was soaking wet as Cassie combed and trimmed tiny bits off of his hair all over. He wondered how ridiculous he must look as he sat there with wet, must-up hair, sitting in a highchair, drinking from a baby bottle, while wearing only a diaper – that was now wet. He was glad he couldn’t see himself in a mirror just then, he had no doubt that he made an absolutely ridiculous picture of a baby.

	As Cassie cut and combed, Sandy looked on closely and occasionally made some suggestions. But it wasn’t long before Cassie put her scissors down and picked up the blow dryer and curling iron. Chad’s bottle was long finished before she was. Sandy looked at him critically and smiled. “Looks great!” she exclaimed.

	Cassie stepped back and looked at it too. “Yeah,” she agreed. “It’s only been a few weeks, but it’s starting to even out now as it grows in. Chad had no idea what his hair looked like. It mostly felt the same, but without a mirror he had no way of knowing anything.

	“Wait a sec!” Sandy suddenly exclaimed. “It needs something…” She ran off towards her bedroom and came back a few minutes later. Chad saw a large pink bow in her hands. She clipped it to his head just off to one side and stood back again. “There! I love it!” she exclaimed happily. Cassie just smirked.

	Sandy released Chad from the highchair and sent him into the living room where all the toys were. Since she had left him alone and didn’t follow him, Chad didn’t bother to “play” with any of the toys. Instead, he just laid down on the blanket and tried to rest. Curiously, he wished for his pacifier. He was very tempted to stick his thumb into his mouth, but resisted that impulse furiously.

	“I don’t hear you talking to your toys!” Sandy’s voice called from the kitchen.

	Chad groaned and sat up again. He picked up a plastic toy block and babbled at it. Then he switched it for another toy.

	Sandy came in to see him a few minutes later. She had another baby bottle in her hands. “Since you’re on a time limit now to make your diaper leak, I brought you another bottle.”

	Chad took the bottle gratefully, even though he could really have done without more to drink… but if he was going to meet Mel’s deadline, then he really had to keep drinking.

	Sandy knelt down on the blanket with him and picked up a small doll that was there. “Here,” she said, “hold this.” Chad started to grab for the doll, but she immediately pulled it back away from him. “No, no! Put your bottle down first and use both hands. Babies need two hands to hold something this big.” Chad thought it was stupid, but he did as she wanted – he really didn’t have a whole lot of choice in the matter anyway. “Now,” Sandy continued as soon as he was holding the doll in both hands, “stick it into your mouth.”

	Chad’s eyes bulged. Stick it into his mouth? She had to be kidding.

	But Sandy quickly went on to explain. “Babies try to stick everything into their mouth to taste them or teethe on them. They often slobber all over most of their toys. So from now on, before you talk to any of your toys, I want you to stick it into your mouth first and make sure that part of it gets good and wet. Chew on some of them a bit if you have to. Since you have to keep drinking from your bottle today, then that should help.”

	Chad couldn’t believe it. She really wanted him to do that? Obviously she did! As crazy as it sounded, she meant it. But then of course, Chad had seen babies doing exactly that many times. Now she was simply making him do it. Ugh! He took the doll he was holding and stuck part of the head into his mouth – yuck! It was dry and tasted awful. He had to chew on it for a moment before he thought it felt even a little bit wet. Then he gratefully removed it from his mouth again. He looked at it – yes, the head and part of the hair was just a little bit wet. He babbled at it for a moment, then put it aside and grabbed his bottle. He really needed to wash the taste out of his mouth.

	“Now do that with all your toys,” Sandy told him.

	Chad picked up the toy block he had been talking to earlier and stuck the corner of it into his mouth. He made sure that part of the block got good and wet before he pulled it back out and babbled some nonsense at it. Then he put it down again and grabbed for his bottle.

	“That’s it! You’ve got it,” Sandy declared as she stood up again. “Now just keep doing that till Mel comes for you later.”

	Till Mel came back for him? When was that supposed to be? And he had to keep doing it? He picked up another toy and stuck it into his mouth. Yuck!

	Mel took the cover off of the huge pot on the stove, looked inside, stirred it with a spoon for a bit, then turned off the heat underneath. She picked up the heavy pot and with a great deal of effort, poured the tea that she had been making into a large pitcher. The pitcher made things much easier for her to pour the tea into the small opening at the top of his baby bottles.

	She refilled the big pot with water and stuck it back on the burner again to start making more tea. Keeping him drinking it meant that she had to keep making it. She added half a dozen of her green tea bags to the pot and left it alone. It would be a while before it was done. In the meantime, she had a lot of empty baby bottles all lined upon her counter that needed filling. She picked up the now heavy pitcher and started filling the first bottle. So many baby bottles – for such a big baby. Yet she didn’t really mind making the tea for him like this. Something about doing it was kind of fun… and maybe relaxing. It took very little thought, yet it kept her busy. And… it was directly helpful to winning the bet between them.

	When the pitcher was empty, she set it down and checked the pot on the stove, not ready yet, but getting there. She took the bottles she had filled and set them into her refrigerator to start cooling. By the time she was done today, a good bit of her refrigerator would be filled with the bottles – and Chad’s refrigerator too.

	Chad noticed that he was peeing yet again. Since the bottles were a lot better in his mouth than the taste of the toys, he was drinking even more than usual. But the result was that he was also wetter than usual. He looked up at the fancy clock on the wall. He still had more than half an hour to go before he needed to be leaking. But just thinking about his diaper made him realize something else, the damn suppository was about to do its thing. He never even thought about stopping it or even trying to hold it back. As the mess quickly started sliding out of him, he simply got up from his sitting position into a crawling position to make the process easier – physically… emotionally, he still hated it. But as his backside finally finished emptying itself out, his front side resumed. He looked down under him and noticed that he was dripping onto the blanket under him. Uh oh! Trouble. He was sure that Sandy wasn’t going to be too pleased to see that! But what could he do about it? He let out a rather loud stream of baby babble, trying to get Sandy’s attention, where ever she was. But after almost a minute, he still got no attention from her. He figured that he had only one avenue left to quickly try to bring her attention to his problem. He did his very best to fake a baby crying.

	“What is it Sugar?” Sandy asked as she came running out of the bedroom. Chad only looked down at the wet spot on the blanket below him. Sandy suddenly sniffed the air. “Oh! Pew! You stink!” Then she noticed the wet spot under him. “Oh darn!” she exclaimed. “Now I’ll have to wash the thing. You stay right there baby and I’ll call Mel.”

	A few minutes later, Chad was crawling in his very messy and leaky diaper toward the door while Sandy fussed about how wet he had gotten the blanket. Serves her right, Chad mused to himself, happy that for once he had a way to make things unpleasant for her. Mel opened the door for him and he crawled outside, then stood up again. Finally! He immediately felt more pee running down his leg. Oh well, he was about to get changed anyway.

	Mel opened his apartment door for him, but on the way through, he felt himself peeing yet again, which let loose even more pee running down his leg. He hurried into his bathroom and carefully ripped off his messy diaper as quickly as possible and jumped into his shower to get cleaned up. When he came out again, Mel was leaning against his bathroom door to watch him. He quickly dried himself, then grabbed only one diaper – knowing that it was what she wanted. He quickly taped it in place before he might have to pee yet again. Safe!

	“Two hours, Sissy,” Mel declared with satisfaction. “Or less, if you can make it again.” Then she laughed as Chad’s face turned red.

	“Hurry and find something to wear. I’d like to get to the mall before that diaper gets too wet.”

	Chad curtseyed. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied as usual. “Is there anything specific you want me to wear?”

	“Whatever you want,” Mel replied, knowing that the only clothes he had to wear were all women’s clothes. Then she looked at the bow in his hair and added with a small laugh, “Something pink might be appropriate.” She left him then to get ready herself.

	Chad didn’t know why she had been laughing, but he found a pink skirt and a patterned top in his closet that he put on, over his bra with breast forms and waist cincher. Since he was wearing only the one diaper and was on another two hour time limit to make it leak, no girdle or pantyhose were allowed. It wasn’t until he looked in the mirror to start his makeup that he noticed the bow that was still in his hair. He had forgotten about it. He was about to pull it out, but decided to leave it. Mel had said that pink would be appropriate, probably because of the bow in his hair.

	He stood back and looked at his hair more critically. It mostly looked the same as it had, only neater than it was before. But he could defiantly notice now where it was looking a bit longer at the sides and back then it had looked before Cassie trimmed it. He decided he liked it. Besides, since it was basically the same hairstyle, he knew how to take care of it. He quickly finished getting ready and headed out the door to Mel’s apartment.

	 


Chapter 36 (Saturday – week 5 Part 5 of 8)

	Mel was ready and waiting for him when he knocked. She grabbed her purse, and his diaper bag and opened the door. She was immediately greeted by him with his usual curtsey. She smiled and simply pushed past him.

	Chad was a bit nervous about going to the mall. The last time he was there was when she had dressed him up in one of his super sissy dresses and made him act like a super sissy inside. So embarrassing! Would anyone remember him from that? Quite possibly! Since he was still recognizable as a man wearing women’s clothes, he figured that it would be very easy for anyone to make the association. Not a good thing as far as he was concerned!

	Mel parked the car. Chad hesitated a moment before getting out, as if he was trying to find the courage within himself to go into the mall again, but he delayed only for a moment. Then he followed Mel inside where she handed him his own diaper bag to carry so she wouldn’t have to lug it around.

	Whenever he had been out with her before, dressed in his maid’s uniform, it was obvious to everyone that he was her servant. Now, strangely, she was walking beside him and chatting with him about things she saw in the display windows as if he was her best girlfriend. It seemed so strange. He often didn’t know how to properly reply to her comments but fortunately, she didn’t seem to mind the times when he said nothing.

	She led him into many stores, always telling him to look to see if there was anything he wanted to buy for himself. But Chad wasn’t really interested in looking at anything for himself. He did get the “privilege” of holding her purse often while she tried on different outfits. Somehow, dressed as he was, holding her purse didn’t seem to matter much at all.

	When they finally got to the department store where he had bought his makeup, Mel again teased him about asking for another makeup demonstration, but again Chad politely refused. He did have to ask for all the makeup items he needed in his stupid sissy voice though – since Mel was standing right next to him – which gave the makeup girl quite a shock at first, then sent her into fits of laughter. Embarrassing! But fortunately, Mel didn’t make him do anything else there to embarrass him further.

	It wasn’t till they left the store and headed out into the mall area that Mel paused and stopped. There was a store stuck in the corner, just off of the entrance to the department store that had been there a very long time. But it was one of those stores that she had never bothered with before, so she barely ever noticed it. But now… now it sparked not only interest, but also, fantasies! Much to Chad’s horror, she headed straight for it.

	The dancewear shop that they entered wasn’t huge, space wise, but the store was so packed with display racks that it was hard to move without constantly brushing against something. The moment they entered, Chad started to hang back neat the entrance. Horrible visions of her sending him to work in a pink ballet outfit were constantly running through his mind.

	Mel walked right up to the woman behind the counter. “May I help you?” the woman asked politely.

	Mel smiled. “I’d like an outfit for…” She looked around for Sissy, but he wasn’t there. She finally spotted him half hidden by one of the racks near the door. “Sissy! Get over here!”

	Chad hated it, but he grudgingly moved toward the counter.

	Mel returned her gaze back to the saleswoman. “I need it for… her!”

	The woman looked Chad over carefully. Her surprise showed obviously in her eyes. “You’re serious?” she asked Mel.

	“Of course,” Mel replied, slightly put off. Chad lowered his embarrassed gaze down to the floor, searching for that hole that never appeared to swallow him up.

	The saleswoman finally shrugged and replied. “What exactly did you have in mind?”

	Mel smiled again, wickedly, but she smiled. I think a pink leotard, white tights, a white tutu, and pink toe-shoes.

	The woman looked at her for a moment to take it all in. “Okay, she finally said. “The tights are the easiest.” She moved out from behind the counter and went directly to a display rack against one of the walls. “How many pairs?” she asked.

	“Just one, for now,” Mel replied.

	The saleswoman looked at Chad once again to gauge his size, then selected a package of white tights in his size from the rack which she handed to Mel. “Now, as to the leotard…” She led the way to a rack of them in all different colors. “Let’s just get the style you’d like first. I’ve probably got the color in the back somewhere.”

	Mel picked out a fairly simple leotard with a scooped neck and short sleeves. After glancing quickly at Sissy again, the saleswoman excused herself and went to the back room where she found one in pink and brought it out. “That’s the easy part,” she said to Mel as she handed the leotard over. “Now, what style tutu?”

	“What’s available?” Mel asked. “I’d really like something that is wide, but not too long.”

	“Classic or pancake style?” the woman asked.

	Mel thought about that for a moment. “Probably pancake,” she replied. “Do you have any that I can see?”

	Chad suddenly didn’t have a clue as to what they were talking about. The woman led them back up to the counter where she opened a book and started going through the pictures with Mel. Mel quickly pointed to one of the pictures. “That! That’s exactly what I’m looking for.”

	The saleswoman smiled. “In white, I think you said?”

	Mel nodded. “Definitely in white.”

	The woman returned to the back room. She was gone a while, then she came back again. “I’m sorry,” she said as she returned. “But we’ve sold out of everything we had in that style. We should be getting some in next week or the week after if you’d like to check back then. Of course, we can always order you one if you like.”

	Mel considered it, but decided to delay her decision. “How about the pink toe shoes?”

	The saleswoman again looked at Sissy. “What size shoe do you take?”

	“Ladies size nine,” Mel replied for him.

	Chad winced. Size nine was fine, he could wear shoes in that size, but they were tight.

	The woman went back to the back room again. When she returned, she was once again empty handed. “It seems were out of those too,” she apologized. “I’m afraid the dance schools all have their recitals this time of year and we’ve been selling out of some things as fast as we can get them in.”

	“In that case, order a pair for me… the tutu too.”

	Words that Chad very much didn’t want to hear. He could already see her dropping him off at work in the outfit and stranding him there. And curiously, for the first time in a while, he was aware of how sexually arousing the concept was… not that his main sexual member was even capable of reacting to it anymore.

	“You’ll have to pay in advance, I’m afraid,” the woman said to Mel.

	“No problem. That should be fine.” She turned to Sissy. “Get over here and pay for all this stuff. It’s all for you anyway.”

	Chad was forced to pay for everything, but Mel gave the woman her own phone number and address so that she could pick the missing items up when they arrived.

	Feeling slightly disappointed that she couldn’t get everything now, but still very happy and excited about what was soon in the future, Mel led the way back out of the store. Chad now had another bag to carry along with his bag full of makeup, his purse, and his diaper bag. Mel seemed happier than she had been all day.

	Chad was more worried than ever! “Mistress,” he said in his best sissy voice. “I thought I’ve done everything you wanted. And now you’re still going to send me to work in the ballet outfit?”

	Mel was amused. “I haven’t decided yet,” she told him. “Yes, you’ve done everything I’ve asked, but I can’t very well decide to send you like that in the future if we don’t have the outfit first.” She decided to let him stew on that thought for a bit. Besides, it was true!

	But Chad’s fears were only partially allayed. No, she wasn’t planning on sending him to work that way… yet. But there was still the future to worry about.

	A little while later, Chad checked his watch. His two hour time limit was quickly drawing nearer. He was very wet, but not yet wet enough for his diaper to be leaking any time soon. “Mistress,” he said in his sissy voice. “Maybe it would be a good idea if we went home soon. My two hour limit is almost up.”

	“Are you leaking yet?” Mel asked, not even bothering to look away from the display window she was staring into.

	“Not yet, Mistress. But something to drink would be a big help. I haven’t had anything in quite a while now.”

	Mel realized that it was true. She wasn’t really helping matters by ignoring that fact. And keeping him wetting had to be her first priority. “Let’s stop and get a drink first,” she suggested.

	Chad would have been a lot happier if they had just gone home first. A short while later, he was sipping on a very large soft drink while Mel continued shopping. Not being able to carry the drink into the stores, Chad was forced to stay out in the mall area while Mel went inside. During one of her trips into a store, he took the opportunity to sit on a bench and take the strain off of his tired and aching toes.

	“Didn’t I see you here last week… doing some kind of dance and singing some crazy song?” a voice from nearby asked.

	Chad, horrified, turned and saw an older man sitting on the next bench looking at him. He realized that the area he was sitting in was the same area he had “performed” in when Mel had brought him here in his super sissy dress.

	But when Chad had turned to look at the man, the man definitely recognized him. “That was you!” the man added with a slight laugh. “You were wearing some crazy outfit too. I got a real kick out of it!”

	“Uh… Thanks,” Chad answered, not knowing what else to say. “I’m glad you enjoyed it.”

	“Most interesting thing I’ve seen here in ages!” the man replied. “Are you going to do it again?”

	“I hope not!” Chad stated, fervently hoping that it would be true.

	“Pity,” the man said. “I rather enjoyed it.”

	Unfortunately, that was the point where Mel walked up. “Enjoyed what?” she asked.

	“His little show last week,” the man replied.

	“We’re glad you enjoyed it,” Mel said to him with a broad smile on her face. “We’re considering doing it again, only maybe something better next time.”

	The man’s face showed his complete interest. “When?” he asked anxiously.

	Mel shook her head. “I don’t know yet. “We haven’t decided.”

	“Well, I’m here most days about this time,” the man replied. “Got nothing better to do, just getting out of the house for some exercise and people watching. I hope you do it while I’m here!”

	Mel smiled at him. “We’ll try.”

	Chad was beside himself. Do it again? Something better? Where was that tidal wave that was supposed to come through and wash everything away?

	 


Chapter 36 (Saturday – week 5 Part 6 of 8)

	Mel’s next stop was a jewelry store. Chad first thought they were going to walk right past it, but suddenly Mel stopped and quickly headed straight for one of the display cabinets. Since the store didn’t seem to have too many walls on the outside, Chad carried his drink right up to the display case with her. “Gee that’s pretty,” Mel said, pointing to one of the rings in the case.

	Chad looked at the ring. It had a rather large diamond in the middle of several smaller diamonds. He looked at all the rings in the case. They were all diamond rings. Wedding bands? Why would Mel be looking at wedding bands? Not knowing what else to say, he replied. “Yes. It is.”

	But while Mel was busy perusing the rings in the case, Chad’s attention was caught by a slowly revolving display case on top of the main case. He walked over to it and looked inside. Earrings. Actually, very pretty earrings. He had always fantasized about getting his ears pierced and wearing such things. The thought that he could do it now made him stop and really consider it.

	“What are you looking at?” Mel asked, noticing that his attention was solely on the case in front of him. She walked up next to him and looked. “Oooo. Pretty. Are you considering getting your ears pierced?”

	Chad thought about it a moment more before he answered. The women at work kept telling him he needed to get them pierced. He had always fantasized about it. And now would be the perfect time – now, before he won the bet and his situation would change so that it would no longer seem… appropriate. But there was still just… something… holding him back. “I don’t know,” he admitted. “What do you think?”

	Mel knew she could have easily told him to have his ears pierced and it would be a done deal. In fact, she had considered it in the past. But this one thing, she had always wanted to be his decision. Why, she didn’t know. “I think you’re the one who needs to decide.”

	Chad wasn’t really glad to have the decision left all up to him. For everything else, when he had been told or forced to do something, there was always that little bit of an “excuse” that he could rely on. But this time, there would be no background excuse. She was leaving the decision all up to him.

	Mel watched him. She could almost see the gears turning in his head as he thought about it. “What’s really stopping you?” she asked.

	Her question seemed to change something in his head though. “I’ll do it!” he finally declared, taking the huge leap.

	Mel silently wanted to applaud.

	Chad looked around the jewelry store. “I don’t see a sign saying they do ear piercing here.”

	Mel looked too. “I don’t either. But we can ask.” But just then something in the rotating case caught her attention. She looked closer, then quickly reached out to press the button to stop it from turning. She pointed at a pair of the earrings. “I like those! And they’d be perfect for you.”

	Chad looked to see what she was pointing at. He should have known. Pink crystals – of some kind. They matched all his other jewelry. But he had to admit, they were kind of pretty. Could he see himself wearing them? He wasn’t really sure. “Um…” he stammered. “I really like them, but all the women at work have been on my case lately to start wearing other things besides the same stuff I always wear.”

	That was news to Mel. “So why don’t you?”

	“Because you told me I had to always wear what I’ve got now. Besides, what I’m wearing is all I’ve got.”

	Mel realized that it was absolutely true. “Well, I think that you’ve grown beyond that point now,” Mel told him. “Why don’t we stop in one of the cheap costume jewelry stores and you can find yourself some new stuff. How does that sound?”

	Chad considered it. “I guess it sounds fine,” he admitted. He took one last look at the pink earrings. “They are kind of pretty though.”

	“So why don’t you get them?”

	Chad considered it. “I wonder how much they are. I can’t see any prices on these.”

	Mel smiled. “Every girl needs at least one good set of earrings.”

	Since they had been standing there talking and looking at the jewelry so long, one of the saleswomen walked up to them. “May I help you?” But as soon as the words were out of her mouth, she stopped and stared at Sissy, obviously surprised to see a man dressed as a woman standing in front of her. Chad felt very self-conscious under her surprised gaze, but then, that was nothing new.

	“How much are these?” Mel asked, pointing at the pink earrings.

	The saleswoman recovered her senses and unlocked the case. She pulled the earrings out and opened the tiny box they were in and showed the price to Mel. Chad looked too. They were more expensive than he had thought, but really, not too bad. “I’ll take them,” he told the woman in his sissy voice. The saleswoman looked back up at Chad, further surprised, but she simply pulled the price tag off of the earrings and relocked the case they had been in. “Um…” Chad continued, “do you do ear piercing?”

	The woman actually looked relieved when she replied that no, they didn’t. But there were many places in the mall that did.

	“We’ll find someplace else,” Mel said. “You should have several pairs anyway.”

	Chad paid for the earrings. And dumped the tiny bag he was given into one of his other bags. At least it wasn’t much to carry. As they were leaving the store, Chad had to ask, “Why were you looking at wedding rings?”

	Mel just shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. I guess because every girl dreams of having one someday.” She looked at him slyly. “Don’t you?”

	“Um… Not that kind,” he admitted. Mel just giggled.

	Instead of moseying on in the direction they had been going, Mel led the way back toward a store they had bypassed earlier. Along the way, Chad finally finished his drink and was able to get rid of that big item from his hands. Now, he just needed to start leaking. But did he really want to leak while they were out shopping? No, he didn’t! But Mel didn’t seem interested in going home yet.

	When they got to the store, Chad saw that it was packed with racks of inexpensive “girly” things. It was also packed with teenage girls. Mel didn’t hesitate one bit about going inside, but the moment Chad saw all the girls in there, he stopped where he was. Teenage girls and someone like him didn’t mix very well… he didn’t think so anyway.

	Mel saw him hesitate. “What’s wrong?”

	“Maybe we should find someplace else to look,” Chad suggested, never taking his eyes off of all the girls inside.

	Mel looked around and guessed what was bothering him. “Nonsense! This is the perfect place,” she replied. But silently she was thinking that if any of the girls said anything to him, then all the better. He did like humiliation anyway.

	Chad had little choice but to follow her inside. There was cheap jewelry, cheap scarves, cheap belts, hair decorations, and tons of sparkly “girly” things displayed on racks everywhere. Mel busied herself looking at several different racks of jewelry before she realized that Sissy was just following her and not looking himself. “What are you doing?” she asked. “You’re supposed to be here looking at things for you.”

	Chad shrugged. “I don’t know what to look at.”

	“Everything! Find things that you think you might like to wear! Find things that are fun!”

	There was a nearby girlish giggle, but when Chad turned to look to see who had laughed, he couldn’t tell which girl had done it. He started looking at some long bulky necklaces on the rack next to where Mel was looking so he wouldn’t be too far from her. Most of the jewelry he was looking at seemed to be made of colorful wood, but he wasn’t really sure. He touched one that looked interesting, just to see what it was really made of.

	“That will probably look real good on you,” a voice said from behind him. “Especially with that pretty bow in your hair. Chad turned around to see who had spoken just as the girl and her two friends broke out in peals of laughter. Chad’s face turned red, especially when one of them suddenly reached up and lightly flicked the bow that was clipped into his hair. The girls all laughed again as they moved on. Chad had again forgotten about the bow in his hair. Actually, he realized that he preferred it when he hadn’t remembered about it because now he was more self-conscious about the bow than ever.

	“They’re right though,” Mel added from his other side. “I kind of like that one too. Good choice!” Chad hadn’t intended on buying it, but he realized that now he almost had to. He pulled the necklace down off of the rack.

	“You should get several of those,” Mel added. “Then you can wear them together or separately.”

	Together or separately? How was he supposed to know what to do with them? But as Mel suggested, he pulled two more of the long necklaces off of the rack and held them in his hand. They were all a little different, but in the same style. On the same rack, he found a large bracelet that kind of looked like it would go with the necklaces so he grabbed that too.

	When he turned around to check where Mel was, Mel wasn’t there. He searched the store, but didn’t see her. Slightly panicked, he started toward the store’s entrance, but then he spotted her looking at things closer to the cash register. He walked up to her as if he wanted to see what she was looking at, but mostly, he wanted her protection because of all the younger girls around.

	“Look at this,” Mel said as soon as she realized he was there. “They’ve got some nice starter earrings here. And, they do ear piercing!”

	Chad looked around him. This looked like the last place on earth that he wanted to have it done. “I don’t think doing it here is a good idea,” he said.

	Mel looked around too and again noticed all the girls in the store. “Nonsense! It will be memorable!” she replied.

	Chad had no doubt of that.

	Together they picked out three sets of starter earrings for Chad, then they finally found someone who was willing to help them – which turned out to be another teenage girl – who was more excited than Chad figured she should be to help them with Chad’s piercing.

	Mel picked up on how excited the girl was over Chad immediately. The girl could barely control her giggling every time she looked at him. Mel recognized that maybe, if the situation presented itself, she could use the girl to help make this event even more memorable for Chad.

	After they paid for everything, the girl brought out a simple wooden stool from behind the counter for Chad to sit on. “Which earrings did you want to use?” she asked.

	The three sets of earrings they had picked out were lined up on the counter. Mel looked them over carefully. “I’m not sure,” she finally said. “I like them all.” She selected a pair, still in its box, and held it up to one of his ears. “What do you think?” she asked.

	The girl looked. “I think they’re very pretty. They should do just fine.”

	Mel selected another pair and held them up to Chad’s ear instead. “How about these?”

	“They look good too,” the girl replied.

	Mel quickly realized that they were drawing a small crowd. She handed the earrings she was holding to the salesgirl. “Hold these next to his other ear,” she instructed. The girl did as she requested. But instead of looking, Mel grabbed the first pair of earrings instead and held them up next to his ear on her side. Then she turned to some of the girls that were looking on. “What do you think? Which ones do you like better?” Mel was immediately rewarded with a noticeable increase of giggling from the girls who were looking on.

	Chad felt so embarrassed the moment he sat down on the stool and noticed the attention he was attracting from the rest of the store’s customers. But the moment Mel asked for their opinion, his embarrassment went from bad to worse! Memorable? Yeah, this was certainly looking to be memorable! And he had no way to get away from it.

	Mel heard differing opinions from the crowd of girls looking on. “Switch boxes,” she said to the salesgirl. Once the boxes were switched, Mel again asked for opinions, and once again she got the same mixed reply – amid much more giggling from the growing crowd of girls. Mel figured though that the consensus seemed to be that they liked the tiny pale blue earrings better.

	“Wait!” she told everybody. “We have another pair to try too.” Mel put down the box she was holding – the blue ones that most of the crowd liked best, and picked up the third pair of earrings, the multi-colored ones. She held them up next to Chad’s ear while the salesgirl, who was now thoroughly enjoying the game, held the plain ones up to his other ear. Mel looked to the crowd, which seemed to be even bigger than it was a minute ago. “Which ones do you like best?” she asked again. This time, it was clearly the multi-colored ones.

	“Okay,” Mel replied to them all. “So I take it, the plain ones are out!” There was a small chorus of “Yeahs” from the girls looking on. She handed the salesgirl the blue ones to hold up instead while she held the multi-colored ones. “Which ones?” she asked yet again to the crowd. As far as she could tell, every girl that had been in the store was now watching. Again there was some mixed opinion, but overall, Mel figured that the multi-colored ones were the crowd’s favorite. She handed the colored earrings to the salesgirl. “We’ll start him off with these,” she said.

	The crowd, realizing what was about to happen didn’t disburse at all, as Mel figured they wouldn’t. She looked closely at Chad’s face. His eyes were very wide and he looked completely scared. Panicked, she realized. Perfect!

	Chad didn’t know what to think. So many girls and women… mostly teenage girls, were looking right at him, watching closely at what was about to happen – to him! This was not what he had in mind when he agreed to have his ears pierced. The only thing missing here was the six-o’clock news! As the preparations got under way to pierce him, his panic didn’t abate at all, in fact, knowing that the deed was growing more and more imminent, his panic got worse with every little thing that they did.

	And then the salesgirl put something hard around his earlobe. “You may feel a slight pinch,” she said, but that should be all.

	A slight pinch? But before he could fully brace himself, he felt it… and at the same moment, he felt his bladder give way, flooding his already very wet diaper. He realized that he had been so preoccupied with what was happening to him, that he didn’t even realize he had to go. And as his bladder continued to empty itself out, the girl moved around toward his second ear.

	He dared not move. Actually, he was too scared to even breathe! His bladder finally stopped emptying itself as she put the gun to his other earlobe. It took her a moment to get it lined up perfectly. And then came the “pinch” that she had warned him about. He almost didn’t remember it from the first ear. But he remembered it more this time. And as soon as the “pinch” ended, he felt the leaking from his diaper beginning. Ugh! Now what was he supposed to do? All these people – mostly girls – were watching him!

	“There. All done,” the girl told him. Chad realized that he had been so preoccupied with his diaper beginning to leak that he hadn’t fully realized that he now had pierced ears. The girl was standing back a step, looking at him critically. “Perfect!” she declared as a few of the girls looking on began clapping.

	Mel was all smiles. “They look wonderful,” she agreed. “Very pretty.” She turned to the crowd behind her. “Thank you for your help... All of you!” There were few in the crowd who outright laughed.

	Very red-faced, Chad looked up at Mel. He desperately wanted to tell her about his diaper, but he couldn’t do that with everybody looking on. He decided he had to hope that nobody would notice.

	 


Chapter 36 (Saturday – week 5 Part 7 of 8)

	The crowd of girls and women finally disbursed as he and Mel gathered up their things. Chad could feel where the pee had run straight down his legs a little – both of them. Yuck! It was an awful feeling. The minute they got out of the store where it was less likely that anyone would hear him, he said, “Mistress, my diaper is leaking.”

	Mel looked at him. “Good! It’s about time!” She looked at her watch. “You’re a few minutes late!” she declared.

	“But Mistress, I started leaking a while ago,” Chad countered.

	“How long?” Mel asked.

	“As soon as they pierced my first ear,” Chad admitted.

	Mel only laughed as she led the way through the mall – in no great hurry. At one point she happened to glance back and noticed something amusing. “By the way,” she said, “did you know that the back of your skirt is wet? Probably from when you were still sitting on the stool when you wet yourself.”

	Chad was shocked! “It is?” He quickly tried to feel the back of it, but he couldn’t tell much. In desperation, he grabbed his skirt and tried to pull it around where he could see.

	“That’s not very lady-like!” Mel admonished. Chad immediately dropped his skirt. He would have to change it as soon as they got home, where he now hoped they were heading.

	But Mel didn’t head toward the exit. Instead, she wandered, casually, into the food court. She was certainly moving much slower than Chad was happy about. He had no doubt that many people were noticing the wet spot on the back of his skirt.

	Much to Chad’s horror, Mel led the way right into the ladies room. “In there?” Chad asked before going through the door.

	“Unless you’d rather use the men’s room,” Mel replied.

	Chad shook his head. The way he was dressed, it was possible that the men’s room could be a dangerous place for him. He followed her inside the ladies room with no further argument. Chad hadn’t been in a public bathroom much at all in quite a while. In fact, the only other time recently was with Robin at work – and that was the ladies room too. But here, this rest room contained quite a few women in it. Chad felt very embarrassed among them and very out of place. Mel walked all along the row of stalls, which all had their doors closed, down to the very end where there was a door open. “Perfect,” she said happily as she entered the only available stall. Chad was quick to notice that it was the stall for handicapped women. “If being male isn’t considered a handicap, then I don’t know what is,” Mel added as Chad entered behind her.

	Mel closed the door and they both set down their collection of bags. The extra room in the stall was very much needed. Mel let Chad change his own diaper while she tried to stay back out of the way. In the busy rest room, Chad was mostly worried about all the noise changing the disposable diapers made. The tapes ripping open, and the noisy material seemed to make more noise than ever. He was sure that everybody on the other side of the door had to know exactly what he was doing.

	As soon as he was done, Mel looked at her watch. “Two hours, Sissy.” Chad knew that perfectly well.

	Before they could get out of the ladies room, Chad had to wait, just outside the stall so that Mel could use it for herself. He tried desperately to blend into the corner between the front of the stall and the wall, but he wasn’t having a lot of luck. The women all seemed to stare at him too much, making him more uncomfortable than ever. When Mel came out again, she walked up to the row of sinks and stared at her face in the mirror. She started to adjust her hair, then she turned to Sissy. “Aren’t you going to fix your makeup?”

	Chad wasn’t the least bit happy with Mel’s “suggestion.” He looked in the mirror. But the first thing that caught his attention was not his makeup or his hair, it was the bright and colorful points of light now attached to his earlobes. His new earrings. Pierced earrings! He stared at them, not fully believing that they were real. He turned his head back and forth trying to see them better, but it was difficult. He touched each of them carefully – both were a bit sore. He could see them in the mirror. He could touch them. He knew they were real, yet he still couldn’t believe it. Had he really done it? It only took a moment of thought about all the girls in the store watching him as it was being done to answer that question for him. Yes, he had done it. And surprisingly, now that it was over with, he was happy about it.

	“They look great,” Mel told him when she noticed what he was looking at. “Very pretty.”

	Chad blushed a bit. “Thanks,” he replied. Then, because she had told him to fix his makeup, he dug through his purse and pulled out his lipstick. Just like many of the other women in the rest room, he refreshed his lipstick. He looked at his hair. Yes, the stupid pink bow was all too noticeable – he had forgotten about it… again. But his hair did look a bit better now that Cassie had trimmed it.

	He glanced over at Mel to see if she was finished. “All done?” she asked. She had been standing there waiting for him, enjoying watching him looking at himself in the mirror – not very masculine in anything that he did.

	Noticing several other women in the room staring at him, a few with amused looks on their faces, he replied. “Let’s get out of here!”

	Mel led the way out of the rest room, and eventually back out to the car – although she spent almost as much time looking in store windows along the way as she did the first time through the mall. Chad was just glad to finally get out of there – pierced ears and all.

	They were nearly back home when Mel suddenly cried out, “Oh gee! I forgot something!” Before Chad could ask what, Mel almost caused an accident as she quickly changed lanes and then pulled her car into a drug store parking lot.

	Chad quickly realized that it was the same drug store he had avoided earlier that morning – and he was still glad that he had! “Why are you stopping here?” he asked.

	“Because I need some things,” Mel replied, then added, “And so do you!”

	“I do?”

	“For your ears. You’ve got to clean those holes every day.”

	“I do?”

	Mel didn’t reply. She simply got out of the car. But she noticed that Chad wasn’t moving. “Aren’t you coming?”

	“Can’t I stay here?”

	“Of course not! Why would you want to? Besides, you’ve got more stuff to buy.”

	Chad didn’t reply. He simply got out of the car and followed her into the store. He realized that he was being silly to worry. The two girls who usually gave him such a hard time every week wouldn’t be there now. In fact, it was really just an odd coincidence that he had met them at the store the last few weeks.

	Inside, Chad quickly discovered what Mel had meant when she said that she needed some things as she headed straight for the period supply section and picked up several different boxes. Then she walked around the store till she found the astringent Chad would need for his ears along with some cotton swabs.

	The store wasn’t crowded at all and as usual, there was only one cash register open. But Chad quickly realized that the woman there was the same one he usually dealt with every week – and unfortunately, the woman recognized him right away.

	“We missed you this morning,” the woman exclaimed the moment Chad and Mel approached the register.

	Mel had no idea what the woman was talking about, but one look at Chad’s face told her something had gone on that she didn’t know about. “You missed him?” she asked.

	Chad opened his mouth to reply, but the woman was much faster. “Oh, he usually comes in every Saturday morning to buy a big supply of diapers. And we have a couple of girls that come in Saturday morning too. They usually spend some time… um… talking with him.” She looked at Chad. “They were soooo disappointed that you didn’t show up today.” She giggled. “I was too. And we waited a long time.”

	“You didn’t come here?” Mel asked him.

	“I went somewhere else,” Chad replied.

	“Why? You’ve got friends here.”

	Chad wouldn’t have called them “friends” by any stretch of the imagination. “I had to get some other things too. I thought a different store might be better.”

	Mel turned to the cashier. “Do you ever see his two ‘friends’ at any other time?”

	“Occasionally,” the woman replied.

	“Well, if you see them, let them know that he’ll be here next Saturday. I’ll make sure of it!”

	The woman giggled. “I’m sure they’ll be very happy to hear that!”

	 


Chapter 36 (Saturday – week 5 Part 8 of 8)

	After they got home again, Mel sent Chad back to his own apartment to change into his uniform. Chad spent the rest of the afternoon cleaning Mel’s apartment, doing laundry, and cooking dinner. Since there was a lot to do, Mel mostly left him alone… except for making sure he was drinking and wetting himself very frequently, and making him change his leaking diaper, and just calling him to her for no reason at all other than because she liked to see him curtsey to her – fun! While Chad was working, Mel had a hard time getting him in a ballet costume off of her mind. She was so tempted to give in and make him put on the parts that they already had, but she restrained herself. It would be much better once the whole thing was here.

	As usual, Mel ate her dinner alone while he spent some “reflective time” on his perch in the corner. Then she allowed him to eat his own, now cold, dinner. But she insisted that he hold his spoon the way that Sandy had shown him earlier. “That’s how I want to see you eating from now on,” she told him as she stood back watching him make another mess of himself. There was just something about seeing him humiliate himself further and further that touched a tender part within her – and that tender part seemed to be awfully well connected to her sexual urges!

	After dinner, and after he had finished cleaning up the kitchen, and while there was another load of clothes clogging up the dryer, she gave in to her earlier temptation – partially. She put her laptop away and sat in one of her chairs where she would be able to see him better. “Sissy!” she called. “Get in here!”

	Chad came running from the bedroom where he had just finished making up her bed with fresh sheets. “Yes, Mistress?” he asked, as he dropped his usual curtsey.

	Seeing him doing that, especially in his maid’s uniform, sent another huge thrill right through her. “I don’t suppose you ever took ballet lessons while you were growing up, did you?”

	Chad was a bit surprised, and suddenly wary. “No, Mistress,” he replied a bit apprehensively.

	Mel shook her head. “Of course not! Why is it that boys never learn anything good?”

	Chad remained silent. He didn’t want to touch that question.

	“Oh well, we’re just going to have to teach you then.”

	Now Chad was getting more worried. Ballet? It didn’t sound good to him at all. Especially in light of the ballet costume she was getting for him – and her sudden desire to send him to work in it!

	Mel got up from her chair and removed her shoes. She stood right next to him. “The first thing you’ve got to learn is the basic positions. It’s the first thing they teach every little girl. I’m not sure in how many ways you qualify as a little girl, but trust me, I’m sure you qualify!” She placed her feet, heels together, with her toes pointed as straight away from each other as possible. “This is first position.”

	It looked awfully painful and silly to Chad who realized immediately that feet were never meant to go that way. He tried turning his toes out as far as possible. The task was made all that much more difficult because of the shoes on his feet, even though they were his lowest heels.

	Mel laughed a bit. “This probably shouldn’t be done in heels… or shoes of any kind, but keep trying anyway. Can you turn your feet out even more? Ideally, the feet should be in a perfect straight line.”

	Chad struggled to turn his feet out even further, but what she ideally wanted was clearly impossible. In fact, her own feet weren’t that much straighter than his!

	“Good enough. Like I said that’s first position.”

	Chad silently wondered what he was supposed to do with “first position.” How the heck could you dance if your feet were all twisted in ways they weren’t supposed to go?

	But Mel was moving on. “Now, second position is kind of like that, only spread your feet a bit.” Mel moved her own feet to about a foot apart. Chad tried it but was instantly aware of how much more difficult the seemingly simple position was. He suddenly started to lose his balance and had to move his feet to a more normal position to keep from falling.

	“That’s probably going to happen till you get used to it and get your balance. That’s why this is often practiced with a barre to hold onto.” Mel went back to her chair. “Now try it again. First position.” Chad did his best, but there was just no doubt that the position was awkward and uncomfortable. “Now second position.” Chad spread his feet, and almost lost his balance a bit, but he caught himself just in time. “Stand over there by the end of the couch and hold onto that,” Mel suggested. Chad moved back next to the couch and propped his hand on the back of it for support. He tried to go into first position and immediately found that something to hold on to was definitely an improvement.

	Mel had him practice going back and forth between positions for a few minutes, then she got up to show him something else. “Now, between positions, put your foot out like this and point your toe. Then move to the next position.”

	Chad tried it and found that so far, it was the easiest thing that he had done. But Mel wasn’t thrilled.

	“Those shoes aren’t helping,” she proclaimed. “You’re supposed to be pointing your toe and arching your foot like this, but you can’t do that in shoes.” Mel was tempted again to tell him to take his shoes off, but she decided once again to let him leave them on – for now.

	Even thought the positions seemed to be awkward and more than a bit stupid for dancing, he found that the added movement did ad a “flavor” of dancing to what he was doing. He even mentally hummed a little tune to himself as he did the steps over and over again.

	“Not so fast!” Mel exclaimed. “Slow down! You look like you’re dancing a jig of some sort. This is ballet! It has to be graceful.”

	Chad wanted to say something not exactly nice, but he held his silence. He guessed that perhaps she was right about it looking like a jig, but at least that seemed to be more fun than what she wanted.

	Mel jumped up again and stood next to him. “In first position, try putting your arms like this.” She held her hands down just below her waist, her elbows bent outward. “Just do it with your one arm right now since you’re holding on with the other one.”

	Chad tried it and immediately felt a bit foolish, if not more feminine.

	“Relax your hand a bit,” Mel suggested. “Not so stiff.” Chad tried. “Better,” she proclaimed. “Now, for second position, hold your arm out to the side like this.” She brought her arm out. Chad duplicated the movement. “Your hand is too straight,” she complained. “Relax it more. In fact, relax your whole arm. This is not a martial arts contest!”

	Chad wasn’t too sure about that but he did his best. Mel sat down again. “Practice!” she ordered from her seat, and Chad did just that. The added arm movements did add more of a dance flavor to it, and unfortunately, they also made him feel like he was moving more femininely. He had mixed feelings about that.

	Mel sat back and watched him. Adding a suggesting comment once in a while, but mostly, she was just enjoying the show. He looked a bit odd doing it in his maid’s uniform, but that too added a certain flair of interest. “The Dancing Maid,” she mused. Or maybe, “Maid for Ballet.” She giggled at her own jokes. She immediately thought up another one, “Ballet Maid Easy!” She giggled some more.

	But eventually, watching him started to arouse her sexually – especially when she again started picturing him in the entire ballet outfit she had just ordered. She couldn’t wait any longer. “Get that dress off!” she suddenly commanded as she jumped up out of her chair.

	Chad didn’t know what was happening as Mel suddenly sounded angry. He removed his apron as fast as he could and was already removing the dress when she came back to the living room with a collection of ropes in her hand. Uh oh! He knew what was going to happen next – and he soon found out that he was right! Before he knew it, he was stripped down to just his single diaper, his waist cincher, and his bra with breast forms. He was down on his knees with his hands tied behind his back – tied to his bound ankles. Mel ran off and came back with towels that she spread out all over her sofa to protect it. Then she ran off again – and Chad knew why. She came back again just as fast as she had done everything else. She didn’t bother with doing or saying anything as she wrapped one of her scarves tightly around his head, blocking off all his vision. That was the part that Chad dreaded the most… no, he decided, not quite. It was what was coming next that would be the real hard part.

	Knowing that he could no longer see her, Mel undressed completely. She sat right in front of him and grabbed his hair. She pulled him down onto her with a desperation she hadn’t felt in a while. As she hoped, his mouth landed right where she needed it to be. Ahhh! Almost unconsciously, she ripped the stupid pink bow out of his hair so she could hold onto him better.

	Chad could hardly breathe as he felt her pulling him down into her. He realized that there was a desperation in her that seemed to be more than usual. Before he knew it, she was pulling on him even harder as he felt her legs on either side of his head coming up and gripping him too. He felt her explode, then come down again. He heard her gasping for breath. Finally, she relaxed her grip on his head enough that he could get some well needed gasps of air. He breathed in all that he could before she again pulled him closer.

	Mel writhed in exquisite ecstasy. Now that her first orgasm had ended, she could almost relax and enjoy the second build up even more. Consequently, she allowed him, and herself, to go slower and easier. His tongue was as talented as ever. The control she exerted over him added just as much to her pleasure. But it had been the visions in her head of him dancing – especially when she imagined him as he would look in his ballet costume – that had finally pushed her into the frenzy she had been in. She couldn’t wait to see the real thing! And then her mind started to wander. What kind of ways could she devise to show him off? Her next orgasm came quickly as the ideas began flooding into her.

	It wasn’t till she came down from her third orgasm that she finally eased up and pushed him away. Leaving him tied up and blindfolded, but laying on his side as she often did, she went in and grabbed a quick shower.

	Chad had been thorough this the same way many times now. The waiting, bound and blindfolded, was a pain, but he knew she would be there eventually to release him. Time was the only thing that was hard to figure. How long had he been laying there? How long would it be till she came back to release him? He did his best to relax under the circumstances to help him endure his situation better.

	Mel finally came back with her robe wrapped tightly around her. She gently untied the scarf around his head and waited a moment for him to blink a few times before she began removing the rest of his bonds. When he was free, she sent him into the bathroom to wash his face – understandably it was a mess! When he came out again, she sent him to her bedroom.

	Chad knew what was coming next the moment she told him to lay on her bed. The damn breast forms! What he didn’t understand though, was why she insisted on tying him up while she glued the things on. He wasn’t going anywhere! But as usual, she soon had him totally naked except for his one diaper, spread eagled and unable to move. Before, when she glued the forms onto him, Sandy or Cassie had helped her. This time, she did it by herself. But the results were the same. Before long, the forms were strongly attached to his chest. Without the aid of the solvent, they weren’t coming off any time soon. He was well used to the weight of them now, so it only took him a moment to get used to them again.

	He hadn’t leaked yet, and he still had a little while before he needed to be, but he suddenly felt her removing his diaper. She got a washcloth and wiped him clean. She spread many fresh cloth diapers underneath him – some of which were only there to protect the bed in case of “accidents.” Then, untying and retying the ropes, she had him roll over and pull his knees up under him. Chad hoped that she would use one of her toys on his backside. He couldn’t see what she was doing, but he could hear her moving things around in her end table drawer.

	Mel looked through her choice of “weapons” to use on him. Her collection was certainly growing. Some of her available choices looked awfully interesting to her – personally. She spotted the double ended strap on. But she had just orgasmed multiple times – although a little more fun was certainly not out of the question. Cassie had said that she thought his sensitivity in that area was still increasing. She decided that it would be better if she chose a toy that would let her see better for herself. She selected the dildo that had the little rings that went all the way around it. She had used that one before on him and he seemed to enjoy it.

	Chad was elated the moment he felt her spreading some lubricant on, and up him. He was even more elated the moment he felt her touching the tip of some kind of “toy” against his little opening. He relaxed, wanting it badly. He not only allowed her to push it in, slowly, but he also pushed back against her toy slowly. The feeling of the toy intruding into him, little by little sent waves of pleasure throughout his body. More! He wanted more! He needed more! Little by little, as Mel increased the pace, he not only went along with it, he eventually began setting it, which soon became more and more frantic. As his pleasure built, he pushed in and out harder and harder, faster and faster.

	Mel found herself holding onto her the dildo for dear life. He was working it so hard! Obviously, Cassie was right! He was growing more sensitive to it. She watched as he frustration and sink tried harder and harder to achieve – something. And then, she heard him grunt in his head down toward the bed. He shook his head. Obviously, he wasn’t able to achieve any kind of fulfilling satisfaction this way. She didn’t really know if she felt that was good or bad. She slowly pulled the dildo back out of him. He didn’t move a muscle. She checked under him at his penis, completely encased in the hard plastic confines of the chastity device – just as tiny as ever. Amazing!

	While he was still in the perfect position, she pulled out a jar of suppositories and pulled one out. “See what I’ve got for you,” she said as she held it where he could see it. Chad lifted his head enough to see the little pill, then put his head down and groaned again. Mel almost laughed. She knew he hated the things. But what he didn’t know was that he would be getting fewer and fewer of them as time went on. She had no trouble sticking it far up his backside after the reaming she had just given him. She untied him and rolled him over. Five minutes later, she had spread baby lotion all over him and he was once again heavily diapered for the night. She gave him his usual instructions to drink three more bottles before he went to bed and also reminded him that he should clean the holes for his pierced ears. Then she watched as he silently collected his things and waddled home.

	But even as the door closed behind him, visions of him in a pink ballet costume – danced through her head.
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